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THE 


PROPHETESS 

A  C  T  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Scene  A  Tallace, 


Epter  DeVphia  Drufilla. 

Druf,  S  true,  thzx:  Dmles  is  courteous, 

B  And  of  a  pleafant  nature,  fweet,  and  temperate  5 
His  Coufiri  Maximiman^  proud,  and  bloody. 
Detp.  Yes,  and  miftruftful  too,  my  Girl,  take  heed : 
Although  he  (eem  to  love  thee,  and  affedt. 

Like  the  more  Courtier,  curious  complement  5 
Yet  have  a  care.  ,  '  -  . 

Druf,  You  know  all  my  Affediohs, 

And  all  my  Heart  defires,  are  fet  on  Diodes, 

But  Aunt,  how  coldly  he  requites  this  courtefie ! 

How  duU,  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me  ! 

Although  I  wooe  him  fometimes  beyond  modefty. 

Beyond  a  Virgins  care  ^  how  ftilLhe  flights  me. 

And  puts  me  Sill  off  with  your  Prophefie, 

And  the  performance  of  your  late  Predidtion, 

That  when  he’s  Emperour,  then  he’ll  Marry  me  5 
Alas,  what  hope  of  that  ?  ‘ 

Delp,  Peace,  and  be  patient  3 
For  tho’  he  has  now  no  Badge  of  Honour  on  him, 

No  Eye  of  Favour  ftiining : 

And  tho’  my  fure  Predidtion  of  his  rifing 
(Which  can  no  more  fail,  than  the  Day,  or  Night  does  3 
Nay,  let  him  be  afleep,  will  overtake  him, ) 

Has  found  fc^me  rubs,  and  flops  3  yet  hear  me  Neece, 

And  hear  me  with  a  faith,  it  ftiall  come  to  him. 
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2  The  Tro^betefs. 

I’ll  tell  thee  the  occafion.  • 

Druf,  Do  good  Aunt, 

For  yet  I  am  ignorant. 

Delp.  Chiding  him  one  Day,  " 

For  being  too  near,  and  fparing  for  a  Soldier, 

Too  griping,  and  too  greedy  :  he  made  anfwer,  ^ 

When  I  am  Ctejar^  then  I  will  be  liberal. 

I,  prelently  inlpir  d  with  Holy  Fire, 

And  my  Prophetick  Spirit  burning  in  me, 

Gave  anfwer  from  the  Gods  ^  and  this  it  was  t 
Imperator  eris  ettm  Aprufft^  grandem  interfeceris^ 

Thou  (halt  be  Emperor,  O  Diodes, 

When  thou  haft  kill’d  a  mighty  Boar.  From  that  time 
(As  giving  credit  to  my  words)  he  has  employ’d 
Much  of  his  life  in  Hunting  :  many  Boars, 

Hideous,  and  fierce,  with  his  own  Hands  he  h^s  kill’d  5 
But  yet  not  lighted  on  the  fatal  one„ 

Should  raife  him  to  the  Empire.  Be  not  fad  Neece, 

’Ere  long  he  (hall.  Come,  let  us  entert^finhim  ^ 

For  by  this  time,  I  guefs,  he  comes  from  Hunting  t 
And  by  my  Art  I  find  this  very  inftant. 

Some  great  Defign’s  on  foot. 

vZ>r«A  Heaven  profper  it.  But  fee 
The  Emperor  and  his  Sifter  coming  hither.  ' 

Delp,  And  Niger  bufie  in  difeourfe  with  ’em. 

Now  Fate  is  working  for  us.  Let’s  away^  {Exeunt, 

Enter  Charinus,  Aureliaj  Niger.  ' 

Cha.  You  buz  into  my  Head  ftrange  likelihoods. 

And  fill  me  full  of  doubts  j  but  what  proofs  Niger 
W^hat  certainties,  thatmymoft  Noble.  Brother. 

Came  to  his  end  by  murther  5  tell  me  that  3 
AfTure  me  by  fome  Circumftance. 

Nig,  I  will,  Sir. 

And  as  I  tell  you  truth,  fo  the  Gods  profper  me  ? 

I  have  often  nam’d  this  '  ;!ir 

Cha,  True,  you  have 3  ^ 

And  in  myfterious  Sences  I  have  heard  you  *  ■  >  • 

Often  break  out  abruptly.  .  L. 

Nig,  Moft 
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The  Prophetefs. 

ISJig*  Moft  true^Sb.,  - 

Fear  of  your  unbelief,  and  the  Times  giddinefs, 

Made  me  I  durft  not  then  go  farther.  If  now  you  pleafe. 
Out  of  your  wonted  Goodnefs,  to  give  credit, 
rihall  unfold  the  Wonder., 

Anr.  Do  it  boldly : 

You  (hall  have  both  our  hearty  Loves,  and  Hearings. 

Nig,  This  Aper  then,  this  too  much  honour’d  Villain, 
(For  he  deferves  no  mention  of  a  good  man) 

Great  Sir,  give  Ear  5  this  moft  ungrateful,  Ipiteful, 

Above  the  memory  of  Mankind,  mifchievous  5 
With  his  own  bloody  Hands. 

Char,  Take  heed. 

Nig4  I  am  in.  Sir  3 
And  if  I  make  not  good  ray  Story. 

Anr,  Forward  5 

I  fee  a  Truth  would  break  out,  be  not  fearful. 

Nig.  I  fay,  t\ns  Aper^  and  his  damn’d  Ambition, 

Cut  off  your  Brother ’s  Hopes,  his  Life,  and  Fortunes : 

The  honour’d  Numerianus  fell  by  him  ^ 

Fell  bafely,  moft  untimely,  and  moft  treacheroufly : 

For  in  his  Litter,  as  he  bore  lum  company, 

Moft  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill’d  him. 

Yet  ftill  he  fills  the  faithful  Soldiers  Ears 
With  Stories  of  his  Weaknefs,  and  loofe  Life  5 
That  he  dare  not  venture  in  the  open  Air, 

And  (hew  his  Warlike  Face  among  the  Soldiers  5 
The  tendernefs  and  weaknefs  of  his  Eyes, 

Being  not  able  to  endure  the  Sun  yet. 

Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  his  Infirmity 
(Becaufe  he  would  difpatch  his  Honour  too) 

To  arife  from  Wantonnefs,  and  LoVe  of  Women. 

And  thus  he  juggles  ftill. 

Anr,  Oh  moft  pernicious, 

Moft  bloody,  and  moft  bafe !  Alas,  dear  Brother, 

Art  thou  accus’d,  and  after  Death,  thy  Memory 
Loaden  with  Shames  and  Lies  ?  Thofe  pious  Tears 
Thou  daily  fhowerd’ft  upon  my  Father’s  Monument, 
(When  in  the  Vcrjian  Expedition 
He  fell,  moft  ftrangely,  by  a  ftroke  of  Thunder) 

B  a 
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^  T^he  Profhetefi. 

Made  thy  Difgrdce  and  Sins?  Thofe  Eye^.wept  oUt  ■  ,  A 
The  fair  Examplesof  a  Noble  Nature,  ,  =.  - 

Thofe  Holy  Drops  of  Love,  turn’d  by  Depravers  -r 

(Malicious  poifon’d  Tongues)  to  thy  Abufes  ?  .  . 

We  muCt  not  fuffer  this.  - 

Char,  Now  I  fee  the  Caufe  _  ;  . 

Why  this  inhuman,  bloody  Villain  Aper  V 
Will  not  come  near  me. 

Nig,  No,  he  dare  not,  Sir  5  ^ 

He  has  an  Inmate  here,  that’s  call’d  a  Gonfcience, 

Bids  him  keep  off. 

Char,  My  Brother  honour’d  him , 

Firft,  made  him  Captain  of  his  Guard,  next,  his  Friend  5 
Then  to  my  Mother  (to  afliire  him  nearer) 

He  made  him  Husband. 

Nig,  And  withal.  Ambitious  ^ 

For  then  he  trod  fo  high,  his  falle  Feet  itch’d.  Sir, 

To  ftep  into  the  Throne.  '  W 

.  Aur,  If  you  believe.  Brother, 

Aper  a  bloody  Monfter.  (as  ’tis  plain) 

Let’s  leave  difputing,  and  do  fomething  Noble. 

Char.  Be  rul’d,  good  Sifter  ^  I  am  as  yet  too  weak 
To  meet  him  in  the  Field  5  he  has  under  him 
The  Flow’r  of  all  the  Empire,  and  the  Strength, 

The  Britain  and  the  German  Cohorts,  pray  be  patient. 

Niger ^  how  ftands  the  Soldier  to  him  ? 

Nig.  In  Fear  (Sir)  more 

Than  Love  or  Honour  5  he  has  loft  their  Affedions, 

By  his  moft  covetous  and  greedy  Griping. 

Are  you  defirous  to  do  fomething  on  him, 

That  all  the  World  may  know  you  lov’d  your  Brother  > 
And  do  it  fafely  too,  without  an  Army  ? 

Char.  Moft  willingly. 

Nig.  Then  fend  out  a  Profeription, 

Send  fuddenly  ^  and  to  that  man  that  executes  it,. 

(I  mean,  that  brings  his  Head)  a  large  Reward, 

No  common  Sum:  then  doubt  not,  you  (hall  lee. 

Even  from  his  own  Camp,  from  thofe  men  who  follow  him 
follow,  and  flatter  him,  we  (hall  find  one  , 

Or,  if  he  mils,,  a  hundred  who  will  venture  it. 

Aftr»  Fo: 


The  Prophetefs. 

Aur.  For  his  Reward,  it  fliall  be  fo,dear  Brother  j 
So  far  ril  honour  him,  who  kills  the  Villainy 
For  fo  far  runs  my  Love  to  my  dear  Brother, 

Let  him  be  what  he  will.  Mean,  Old,  or  Crooked, 

He  (hall  have  Me  5  ^  nay,  which  is  more.  Ill  love  him : 

I  will  not  be  deny’d. 

Cha,  You  (hall  not.  Sifter  : 

But  you  (hall  find  my  Love  (hall  go  along  with  it. 

See  a  Profcription  drawn,  and  for  his  Recompence 
My  Sifter,  and  Half-Partner  in  the  Empire : 

And  I  will  keep  my  Word. 

Anr,  Now  you  do  bravely. 

Nig.  And  tho"  it  coft  my  Life,  Ill  fee  it  publKh’d. 

Cha.  Away,  and  do  it  inftantly.  > 

Nig.  I  am  gone.  Sir. 

It  (hall  be  foon  difpatch’d. 

Cha.  Be  profperous. 

Aur.  And  let  the  Villain  fall. 

Fear  nothing,  Madam.  [Exeunt^ 

Scene  a  Country-houfe  at  the  Side  of  a  Woody  with  the  Tro- 
fpeH  of  a  plea f ant  Country  at  a  dijiance. 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,  and  Geta  with  a  Boar  on  his  BacJ^ 

Dio.  Lay  down  the  Boar. 

Get.  Withal  my  heart,  I  am  weary  on  1 5 
I  (hall  turn  jfen?,  if  I  carry  more  fuch  Burthens* 

Do  you  thinK,  Mafter,  to  be  Emperor, 

With  killing  Swine  ?  You  may  be  a  good  Butcher, 

Or  allied  to  an  honourable  Family  of  Tripe- wives:  ^ 

Can  you  be  fuch  an  Afs,  my  Rev,erend  Mafter, 

To  think  thefe  Springs  of  Pork  will  (hoot  up  Ciefars 
Max.  The  Fool  fays  true. 

Dio.  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  Sirrah, 

And  think  of  what  thou  fhalt  be  when  I  am  Emperor. 

Get.  Would  it  would  come  with  thinking,  then^  o'’ my  con- 
I  (hould  be  at  the  leaft  a  Senator.  (^fcience 

Max.  A  Sowter, 

For  that’s  a  Place  more  fitted  to  thy  Nature, 
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If  thou  haft  fuch  an  Expedation, 

Or  fay  the  Devil  could  perform  this  Wonder, 

Can  fuch  a  Raftal  as  thou  art  hope  for  Honor  } 

Such  a  Log- carrying  Clotvn  > 

Get.  Yes,  and  bear  it  too, 

And  bear  it  fwimmingly.  I’m  not  the  firft  Afs,  Sir, 

Has  born  Office,  and  perform’d  it  reverently. 

Dio.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a  Tyler, 

Canft  thou  hope  to  be  a  Senator  ? 

Get.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a  Tanner, 

Canft  thou  hope  to  be  an  Emperor  } 

Dio.  Thou  faift  true,  Geta^  there’s  a  Stop  indeed  : 

But  yet  the  Bold  and  Vertuous - - 

Get.  You  fay  right,  Mafter, 

Right  as  my  Leg ,  for  tve,  the  Vertuous, 

Tho’  we  be  Kennel-rakers,  Filth,  and  Scoundrels, 

We,  the  Dircreet,and  Bold - Yet,  now  I  remember  it 

Tylers  have  better  Title  to  be  Senators,  ^ 

And  ought  to  ftep  before  you  thick-skinnM  Tanners  5 
For  we  are  higher  born  than  you,  no  bafe  ones 
None  of  your  Groundlings,  Mafter.  ’ 

Dio.  I  like  thee^ well  j 

Thou  haft  as  good  a  mind  as  I  have,  to  this  Honor. 

Get.  As  good  a  mind  (Sir)  for  a  ftmple  Plaifterer  5  * 

And  when  I  come  to  execute  my  Office. 

Then  you  (hall  fee. 

Max.  What> 

Get.  An  Officer  in  Fory^ 

An  OflScer  as  he  ought  to  be.  Do  you  laugh  at  it  > 

Is  a  Senator  in  hope  worth  no  more  Reverence  ? 

By  thefe  Hands,  I’ll  clap  you  by  the  Heels 
^  ^  Hour  I  come  into  my  Office. 

my  Confcience,  the  Fellow  believes  it. 

■Dto.  I,  do,  do,  Geta* 

For  if  I  once  be  Emperor———— 

Get.  Then  will  I 

(For  Wife  men  muft  be  had  to  prop  the  State'i 
Not  bate  a  fingle  Ace  of  a  found  Senator. 

Dio.  But  what  (hall  we  do  the  whil’ft  > 

Get,  Kill  Swine,  andTbwie ’em, 
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And  eat  ’em  when  you  have  Bread  > 

Max,  Why  didft  thou  run  away 
When  the  Boar  made  toward  thee  >  Art  thou  not  Valiant  > 
Get.  No  indeed  am  I  not, 

And  think  it  no  Diftionour  to  confefs  it. 

I  took  a  Tree,  ’tis  true,  gave  way  to  the  Monfter : 

Heark  what  Dilcretion  i^ys,  Let  Fnry  pafs^ 

From  the  Tooth  of  a  mad  Beafi^  and  the  Tongue  of  a  Slanderer^ 
Prefirve  thine  Honour. 

Dio.  He  talks  already  like  a  Senator. 

Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry  it  in  5  *tisa  huge  one  5 
We  never  kill’d  a  larger  Swine  5  lb  fierce  too, 

I  never  met  with  yet. 

Max.  Take  heed,  it  ftirs  again.  QGeta  runs  up  a  Tree. 
How  nimbly  the  Rogue  runs  up  ?  He  climbs  like  a  Squirrel. 
Dio.  Come  down,  ye  Dunce  ?  is  it  not  dead  } 

Get.  I  know  not.  . 

Dio.  His  Throat  s  cut,  and  his  Bowels  out. 

Get.  That’s  all  one, 

I  am  fure  his  Teeth  are  in. 

Dio.  Come,  take  him  up,  I  fay,  and  fee  him  drefi:  5 
He’s  fat,  and  will  be  lufty  Meat  5  away  with  him, 
Andgetfome  of  him  ready  for  our  Dinner. 

Get.  Shall  he  be  roafted  whole  ? 

I’ll  run  in  the  V^eel  my  felR 
Max.  Sirrah,  leave  prating. 

And  get  fbme  Piece  of  him  ready  prefently  5 
We  are  weary  both  and  hungry. 

Get.  Well,  I’ll  about  it. 

What  an  Inundation  of  Brewis  fhall  I  fwim  in  ?  [Exit.  Geta* 
Dio.  Thou  art  ftill  dull  and  melancholy,  Coufiuj 
Diftruftful  of  my  Hopes. 

Max.  Why,  can  you  blame  me  ? 

I  can’t  believe  a  Jugler. 

Dio.  Thou  know’ft  (he  is  a  Prophetefs. 

Max.  A  fmall  one, 

And  as  fmall  Profit  to  be  hop’d  for  by  her. 

Dio.  Thou  art  the  ftrangeft  man!  How  does  thy  Hurt? 

The  Boar  came  very  near  you. 

Max.  A.  Scratch,  a  Scratch. 

Dio.  It 
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Dio,  It  akes,an(l  troubles  thee  ^  that  makes  thee  angry. 
Max,  Not  at  the  Pain,  but  at  the  Pradlice,  Uncle  ^ 

The  butcherly,  bafe  Cuftora  of  our  Lives  now. 

Had  a  brave  Enemies  Sword  drawn  fo  much  from  me, 

Or  Danger  met  me  in  the  Head  of  the  Army, 

To  have  blufht  thus  i  my  Blood,  had  been  my  Honour : 

But  to  live  bafe,  like  Swine-herds,  and  believe  too  , 

To  be  foofd  out  with  Tales,  and  Old  Wives  Dreams, 

Dreams  when  they’re  drunk,  or  fplenatick. 

Dio,  Certain,  you  much  miftake  her. 

Max,  Miftake  her  >  Hang  her.  To  be  made  her  Purvey  rs, 
To  feed  her  old  Chaps,  to  provide  her  daily,  ’ 

To  bring  her  Feafts,  while  (he  fits  grunting  at. us, 

And  blowing  out  her  Prophecies  at  both  Ends. 

Dio,  She’s  a  holy  Druid, 

Max,  Heaven  knows,  I  don’t  believe  it. 

Dio.  Thou  haft  a  perfedt  Malice. 

Max,  So  I  would  have, 

Againft  thefe  purblind  Prophets ,  for,  look  you.  Sir 
Old  Women  will  lie  monftroufly,  fo  will  the  Devil  \  ^ 

They  would  at  leaft  feem  Holy,  fo  would  he. 

He  gives  ’em  leave  now  and  then  to  ufe  their  Cunnings, 
Which  is,  to  kill  a  Cow,  or  blaft  a  Harveft,  ’ 

Make  young  Pigs  pipe  themfelves  to  Death,  choak  Poultry, 
And  chafe  a  Dairy-maid  into  a  Fever, 

'  With  pumping  for  her  Butter. 

But  when  he  makes  thefe  Agents  to  raife  Emperors, 

When  he  dilpofes' Fortune  as  his  Servant,  * 

And  ties  her  to  Old  Wives  Tails _ _ 

Dio,  You  argue  learnedly ; 

Did  you  not  hear  the  Prophecy  > 

Max.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it  5 
And  fo  will  any  man  can  tell  but  Twenty,  ^ 

That  is  not  blind,  as  you  are,  blind  and  ignorant.  *  ' 

Do  you  think  ftie  know^L  your  Fortune  > 

Dio.  I  do  think  it.  , 

Max.  Very  well,.  Sir  ;  ■ 

Youthen  believe  ( fpr jm.ethinks  ’tis  moft  neceflary)  ' 

She  knows  her. own  Fate.  ’ 

Dio,  I  believe  it  certain. 


Max,  Dear 


The  Prophetefr,  , 

Max,  Dare  you  but  be  fo  wife  to  let  me  try  it  ? 

For  I  am  doubtful. 

Dio,  How? 

Max,  Come  nearer  to  me, 

Becaufe  her  cunning  Devil  (han’t  prevent  me  : 

Clofe,  clofe,  and  hear.  If  (he  can  turn  this  Deftiny, 
ril  be  of  your  Faith  too. 

Dio,  Do  it,  I  fear  not: 

For  if  (he  knows  not  this,  fure  (he  knows  nothing  5 
I  am  (o  confident. 

Max,  Faith,  (b  am  I, 

That  I  (hall  make  her  old  fides  hum. 

E^ter  Delphia. 

Dio,  She  comes :  Go  take  your  Stand. 

Max,  Now  (hew  your  Holinefs,  or  you  howl  fort,  Beldame. 
Del.  Now  my  Son  Diodes^ 

Are  you  not  weary  of  your  Game  to  day  ?  .  “  ' 

And  are  you  well  ? 

Dio.  Yes,  Mother,  well  and  lufty  : 

Only  you  make  me  hunt  for  empty  Shadows. 

Del.  You  tiiuft  have  patience  5  Rome  was  not  built  in  one  daj. 
And  he  that  hopes^  mnjt  give  hk  Hopes  thcir  Currents. 

You  have  kill’d  a  mighty  Boar. 

Dio.  But  I  am  no  Emperor.  ^ 

Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  make  me  follow 
Your  flattering  Expeftation  Hour  by  Hour  ? 

Rife  early,  and  deep  late,  to  feed  your  Appetites  ? 

Forget  my  Trade,  my  Arms?  for  fake  my  Honour  ? 

Oppofe  my  felf  to  Hazards  of  all  forts, 

Only  to,  win  the  barbarous  Name  of  Butcher. 

Del.  Son,  you  are  wife. 

Dio.  But  you  are  Cunning,  Mother  3 
And  with  that  Cunning,  and  the  Faith  I  give  you. 

You  lead  me  blindly,  to  Uo  End,  no  Honour. 

Del.  Be  provident.  ^ 

And  tempt  not  the  Gods  Dooms,  ftop  not  the  Glory 
They  are  ready  to  fix  on  ye :  You  are  a  Fool  then. 

Chcarful  and  grateful  Takers,  the  Gods  love,  ' 
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And  fach  as  wait  their  Pleafures  with  full  Hopes: 

The  Doabtful  and  Diftruftful,  Heaven  frowns  at. 

What  I  have  told  by  Infpi ration, 

I  tell  you  once  again,  muft  and  (hall  find  you, 

Dio.  But  when  ?  or  how  ? 

Del.  Cum  Apnm  interfecerk. 

Dio.  I  have  kill’d  many. 

Del.  Not  the  Boar  they  point  at ; 

Nor  mufi  I  reveal  further,  till  you  clear  it. 

The  lots  of  Glorious  Men  are  wrapt  in  Myfteries, 

And  fo  deliver’d :  Common  and  (light  Creatures, 

That  have  their  Ends  as  open  as  their  Adions,. 

Eafie  and  open  Fortunes  follow. 

Max.  I  {hall  try 

How  deep  your  Infpiration  lies  hid  in  you. 

And  whether  your  brave  Spirit  have  a  Buckler 
To  keep  this  Boar-{pear  off.  I’ll  make  ye  fmoke  elfe. 

Dio.  Knowing  my  Fortune  fo  precifely.  Mother, 

Methinks  you  fhould  be  ftudied  in  your  own. 

In  your  own  Deftiny,  methinks,  moft  perfed. 

Can  the  Stars  now. 

Or  fecret  Infpirations  you  boafi:  of, 

If  a  hard  Fortune  hung,  and- were  now  ready 
To  pour  it  felf  upon  your  life,  deliver  ye  > 

Can  they  now  fay.  Take  heed? 

Del.  Ha !  Pray  come  hither. 

Max.  I  would  know  that  5  I  fear  your  Devil  will  cozen  you 
And  (land  as  dole  as  you  can,  I  (hall  be  with  ye. 

Del.  I  find  a  prefent  ill. 

Dio.  How  ? 

Del.  But  I  fcorn  it. 

Max,  Do’  you  fo  ?  Do  you  fo  ? 

De/.  Yes,  and  laugh  atit,  D/Wex. 

Is  it  not  ftrange,  thefe  wild  and  foolifh  men 
Should  dare  t’  oppofe  the  Pow’r  of  Deftiny  ? 

That  Power  the  Gods  (hake  at?  Look  yonder.  Son. 

Max.  Have  you  fpied  me  ?  Then  have  at  ve.  \- 
DeL  Do,  fling  boldly  3 
Spare  not,  and  hit  me  if  thou  canft. 

Dio.  Fling,  Coufin.  ^  - 

'  Max. 
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Max,  I  cannot :  my  Arm's  dead,  I  have  no  feeling. 

Or  if  I  could  fling,  lb  ftrong  is  her  arm’d  Virtue, 

She’d  catch  the  flying  Dart. 

Del,  Pcor,  doubtful  People, 

I  pity  your  weak  Faiths. 

Dio,  Oh  mercy,  Mother! 

And  from  this  Hour  Ill  ferve  you  as  a  Deity, 

Del,  No  more  of  that.  -  , 

Max,  O  let  my  Prayers  prevail  too ! 

Here,  like  a  Tree  I  dwell  elfe,  freccme  Mother, 

And  greater  than  great  Fortune  111  Adore  ye. 

Del,  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure  Thoughts  in  ye, 

Dio,  Now  I  believe  your  Words  moft  conftantly  5 

And  when  I  have  that  Power  you  promis’d  me _ 

Del,  Remember  then  your  Vow  5  my  Nieee,  DruJtUa, 

I  mean  to  marry  her,  and  then  you  prolper. 

Dio,  I  {hall  forget  my  life  ellc. 

✓ 

Enter  Niger,  Geta,  and  Soldiers, 

Get,  And  (hall  be  have,  as  you  lay,  that  kills  Aper  > 

Del,  Now  mark,  and  underftand. 

Nig,  The  Profcription’s  up,  i  th'  Market-place,  lis  up, 
There  you  may  read  it.  He  fhall  have  half  the  Empire. 

Get.  A  pretty  Farm  i’  faith. 

Nig.  And  th’  Emperors  Sifter,  the  fair  Aurelia  for  his  Wife. 
Get,  You  fay  well  Friend:  But  hark  ye. 

Who  (hall  do  this?  ’  , 

Nig.  You,  if  you  dare  ? 

Get,  I  think  fo. 

Yet  I  could  poyfon  him  in  a  Cup  of  Wine, 

He  loves  that  mightily.  But  when  I  have  done  this. 

May  I  lye  with  the  Gentlewoman  ? 

Nig.  Lye  with  her  ?  I,  what  elfe  Man  ? 

Get.  Yes,  indeed, 

I  have  known  a  married  man  that  ne’er  lay  with  his  Wife  5 
Thofe  dancing  Days  were  done. 

Nig.  Thefe  are  old  Soldiers, 

Ill  try  their  Appetites.  Save  you,  brave  Soldiers. 

Max,  You  talkt  (Sir)  of  Profcriptions. 
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Nig.  Tis  true,  there’s  one  fet  up  from  the  Emperor,  ^ 
Againft  Volntius  Jper  ? 

Dio.  Aper.^ 

Del.  Now,  now  have  you  found  the  Boar  > 

Dh.  I  have  the  meaning  now,  moft  blefled  Mother - 

Nig.  He  has  fcorn  d  his  Mafter  5 
And  bloodily  cut  off  by  treachery, 

His  Noble  Brother. 

Dio.  He  is  living. 

But  weak,  and  fickly,  Sir. 

Nig.  Did  you  fee  him> 

Max.  No, 

Nig.  Fie  is  murther’d  j 

So  you  iliall  find  it  mention  d  from  the  Enaperor. 

And  honeft  faithful  Soldiers,  pray  believe  it. 

For  by  the  Gods  you’ll  find  it  fo  5  he’s  murther’d, 

The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  Profcription. 

Del.  It  is  mod  true  Son.  Apers  a  Villain,  and  a  Murderer. 
Dio.  I  thank  you  Mother, 

And  dare  believe.  Hark  you  Sir,  is  the  recompence 
As  you  related  > 

Nig.  As  firm  as  Faith,  Sir. 

Bring  him  alive,  or  dead. 

Alax.  You  have  taken  a  fit  time. 

The  General  being  out  of  Town :  for  tho’  we  love  him  not. 
Yet  had  he  known  this  firft,  you  had  paid  fort  dearly. 

Dio.  ’Tis  Niger  5  honeft  Niger :  now  I  know  him. 

A  true  found  man,  the  bufinefe  may  be  done.  . 

Make  no  great  day,  for  your  own  fafety,  here. 

Nig.  1  am  gone  5  I  thank  you.  [_Exit  Nig 

DJo.  Pray,  Maximiiiiar?.,  pray. 

Max.  I’ll  Pray,  and  Work  too.. 

Dio.  HI  to  the  Market-place,  and  read  the  Offer, 

Now  1  have  found  the  Boar. 

Del.  Findyour  own  Faith :  remember  what  you  Vow’d. 
Dic^  Oh,  Mother. 

Del.  Profper.  .  (perors 

Get^  If  myMader,  and  I  do  this,  there  mud  be  Two  Em- 
What  Honour  to  this  Empire  will  it  be, 

To  have  Two  fuch  Emperors,  as  I,  and  He. >  [_Exeimt 

E?id  of  the  Firji  A(^.  ACT 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I, 

I 

The  Scene  continues, 

s 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Dru.  T  Eave  us  5  and  not  vouchfafe  a  parting  Ki(s 
To  her,  that  in  his  hopes  of  Greatnefs  lives, 

And  goes  along  with  him  in  all  his  Dangers  ? 

Del.  I  grant  twas  moft  unkind. 

Druf,  Oh  you  give  it  too  mild  a  Name  5 
Twas  more  than  barbarous!  and  you  join’d  in  it. 

Del,  I,  my  Druflla  .<?  ^  -  U  l 

Druf,  Yes,  you  have  blown  his  Prr^Yo  fuch  a  vaftnels, 
He  thinks  the  Empire  of  the  Earth  too  little. 

This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  being  5 
And  can  I  hope  that  he,  who  only  fed 
With  the  imagin’d  Food  of  future  Empire, 

Difdaining  thofe  who  gave  him  means,  and  life, 

To  nourilh  fuch  Defires  5  when  he’s  pofieft 
Of  his  ambitious  Ends  (which  muft  fall  on  him, 

Or  your  Predictions  falfe)  will  ever 
Defcend  to  look  on  me  ? 

Del,  Were  his  intents 

Perfidious  as  the  Seas,  or  Winds,  his  Heart 
Compos’d  of  FaKhood  5  yet  the  benefit,  ^ 

The  greatnefs  of  the  Good  he  has  from  you, 

(For  what  I  have  confer r’d,  is  thine  Dri^jilla) 

Muft  make  him  firm,  and  thankful.  But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  Debts  he  ftands  ingag’d  for. 

Find  a  quick  Grave  in  his  Ingratitude : 

My  powerful  Art,  that  guides  him  to  this  height. 

Shall  make  him  curfe  the  Hour  he  ere  was  rais’d, 

Or  fink  him  to  the  Center. 

Druf,  I  had  rather 

Your  Art  could  force  him  to  return  that  Ardour, 

To  me,  I  bear  to  him  5  or  give  me  Power 
To  moderate  my  Paliions.  Yet  I  know  not, 
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I  (hould  repent  your  Grant,  tho’  you  had  fign’d  it, 

(So  well  1  think  him  worthy  of  my  love) 

But  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him, 

In  his  vaft  Hopes,  could  yield  content  to  me, 

Were  Treafon  to  my  love,  that  knows  no  pleafure, 

The  Objeft  which  it  dotes  on,  being  miferable 

Del.  Pretty  fimplicity,  I  love  thee  for’t. 

And  will  not  fit  an  idle  looker  on,  ~  • 

And  fee  it  wrong’d.  Dry  thy  inrtocent  Eyes, 
AndcaftofiT  jealous  Fears  :  (YetPromifes 
Are  (lender  Comfort,)  and  but  fancy  ought 
That’s  poffiblein  Nature,  or  in  Art, 

That  may  advance  thy  Comfort,  and  be  bold 
To  tell  thy  Soul  ’ds  thine :  therefore  fpeak  freely. 

Druf.  You  give  me  a  new  Life.  To  conceal  from  you 
My  Virgin  Fondnefi,  to  hide  my  ficknefs 
From  my  Phyfician.  O  dear  Aunt,  I  languifh 
For  want  of  D/Wej- fight  5  he  is  the  Sun 
That  keeps  my  Blood  in  a  perpetual  Spring.^ 

But  in  his  abfence,  cold  benumming  Winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  Faculties.  Would  you  bind  me, 

(Who  am  your  Slave  already)  in  more  Fetters  ? 

Oh  bear  me  then  (but  ’tis  impoflible 

I  fear  to  be  effefted)  where  I  may 

See  how  rriy  Diodes  breaks  thro’  his  Dangers, 

And  in  what  heaps  his  Honours  fly  upon  him  3 
That  I  may  meet  him  in  the  Height,  and'  Pride 
Of  all  his  Glories  3  and  there  < 

Challenge  him  as  my  own. 

Del.  Enjoy  thy  Wifhes. 

This  isaneafie  Boon,  which  at  thy  Years 
I  could  have  given  to  any. 

It  (hall  be  done,  as  fits  my  Skill  and  Glory. 

From  Cere/,  I  will  force  her  winged  Dragons,  ' 

And  in  the  Air,  .hung  over  the  Tribunal  3  ^ 

(The  Mufick  of  the  Spheres  attending  on  us) 

There,  as  his  good  Star  thou  (halt  fhine  upon  him. 

If  he'prove  true  3  and  as  his  Angel,  guard  him: 

But  if  he  dare  be  falfe,  1  in  a  moment 

Will  put  that  glorious  light  out,  with  fuch  horror. 
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As  if  Eternal  Night  had  feiz’d  the  Sun, 

And  all  things  were  return’d  to  the  firft  Chaos, 

Or  raife  fonie  Monfter  to  devour  him  quick. 

Dru,  I  fear  th’  Event  5  but  I  will  do 
Whatever  you  command. 

Del.  Reft  then  afliir’d, 

I  am  the  Miftrifs  of  my  Art,  and  fear  not. 

Scene  a  Forejl, 

Enter  Aper,  Camurins,  Guards  with  a  Clofe  Litter^  richly 
adorn  d  with  Figures  of  Gold^  Trophies^  and  Elnmes  of  White 
Feathers, 

Aper.  Your  Care  of  your  fick  Emperor,  Fellow-Soldiers, 

In  Colours  to  the  life,  does  ftiew  your  love. 

And  zealous  Duty :  O  continue  it. 

And  tho’  I  know  you  long  to  fee  and  hear  him. 

Impute  it  not  to  Pride,  or  Melancholy, 

That  keeps  you  from  your  Wilhes^  fuch  State- Vices 
(Too  too  familiar  with  great  Princes)  are 
Strangers  to  all  the  Actions  of  the  life 
Of  good  Numerianus,  Let  your  Patience 
Be  the  Phyfician  to  his  wounded  Eyes, 

(Wounded  with  pious  Sorrow  for  his  Father ) 

Which  Time  and  your  long  Patience  will  recover. 

Provided  it  prove  conftant. 

1  Gua.  If  he  coiunterfeit, 

I  will  hereafter  truft  a  prodigal  Heir, 

When  he  weeps  at  his  Father’s  Funeral. 

2  Gua.  Or  a  Young  Widow,  following  a  Bed-rid  Husband 
(After  a  Three-Years  Sicknefs)  to  the  Fire. 

I  Gna.  Note  his  Humility,  with  what  foft  Murmurs 
He  does  inquire  his  Pleafures. 

2GHa.  And'how  fbon  he  is  inftrudted. 

I  Gua.  See  how  low  he  bows. 

er.  All  your  Commands  (Dread  C£far')  Fll  impart 
To  your  moft  ready  Soldier,  to  obey  ’em  3 
So  take  your  Reft  in  Peace.  It  isthePleafure 
Of  mighty  C^far^  (his  Thanks  ftill  remembred 

For 
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For  yonr  long  Patience,  with  a  Donative 
Fitting  his  State  to  give,  (hall  quickly  follow) 

That  you  continue  a  ftrift  Guard  upon 
His  Sacred  Perfon,  and  admit  no  Stranger, 

Of  any  other  Legion  to  come  near  him  5  ’ 

For  none  but  You  hell  trull:.  ,  I  receive  '  .  ^ 

Your  Anfwer  in  your  Silence!  Now,  Camuru/s 
Speak  without  Flattery  5  has  not  Aper  adted 
This  Paffion  to  the  life  > 

Cam,  I  would  applaud  him, 

Were  hefalutedC^^r.*  But  I  fear, 

Thefe  long-protracted  Counfels  will  undo  us : 

And  ’ti^  beyond  my  Reafon,  he  being  dead, 

You  fliould  conceal  your  felf,  or  hope  it  can  1 
Continue  undifeover’d.  '  '  .  ‘ 

Aper,  That  I  have  kill’d  him,  .  . 

Yet  feed  thefe  ignorant  Fools  with  Hopes  he  lives. 

Has  a  great  end  iiVt :  The  Cohorts  ’ 

(That  are  my  own,  and  fure)  are  not  come  up  5 
The  German  Legions  waver,  and  Charintfs  ' 

(Brother  to  this  dead  Dog)  (Hells  Plagues  on  NherX 
Is  jealous  of  the  Murther,  and  I  hear,  . 

Is  marching  up  againft  me,  ns  not  fafe,  ' 

Till  I  have  Power  to ) uftifie  the  Ad, 

To  (hew  my  felf  the  Author.  Be  c Will,  therefore. 

For  a  hnall  time,  (till  I  have  fully  founded 
How  the  Tribunes  and  Centurions  ftand  affefted) 

That  none  come  near  the  Litter.  If  I  find  them 
Firm  to  my  Party,  I’ll  dare  difclofe  my  felf  a  ' 

And  then,  live  Equal.  '  i  . 

Cam,  Does  not  the  Body  begin  to  putrifie  ? 

Aper,  That  exads  my  Haftc. 

u  ^  feign’d  Obedience  to  it. 

As  I  had  fome  great  Bufinefs  to  impart 

The  Scent  h.ad  almoftchoak-d  me.  Be’ careful  therefore  ■ 

All  keep  at  di dance.  .  -  . 

Cam,  I  am  taught  mv  Part, 

Hafte  you  to  perfea  yours.  ^ 

I  \jtta,  I  had  rather  meet  ■  w 

An  Enemy  in  the  Field,,  than  (land  thus  nodding. 

Like  a  Rng-gown’d  Watchman. 
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Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,  and  Geta, 

Alax.  A,«Watdiat  Noon  !  This  is,  a  new  Device. 

Ca/n,  Stand. 

D/a.  I  am  arm’d  againft  all  Danger. 

Max,  If  I  do  not  fecond  y  ou, 

A  Coward’s  Name  purfue  me. 

Z)/<?.  Now  my  Fate  guide  and  dired  me. 

Ca/n,  You  are  rude  and  fancy, 

.With  your  forbidden  Feet  to  touch  this  Ground, 

Sacred  to  C^Jar  only,  and  to  thefe 

That  do  attend  his  Perfbn.  Speak,  what  are  you  ? 

D/o.  What  thou,  nor  any  of  thy  Fadion  are. 

Nor  ever  were  3  Soldiers,  and  honed  Men. 

Ca/n,  So  blunt  ? 

No  Indruments  of  Craft,  Engines  of  Murther, 
That  ferve  theEmperour  only  with  Oyfd  Tongues, 
Sooth  and  applaud  his  Vices  and  when  y’ave  wrought 
So  far  upon  his  Weaknefs,  that  he’s  grown 
Odious  to  alltheSubjed,  andhimfelf^ 

You  rid  him  out  of  the  way. 

Can/.  Treafbn.  ‘ 

Z)/>.  ’Tis  Truth,  and  I  will  make  it  good. 

Can/.  Lay  hands  upon  ’em,  or  kill  ’em  indantly. 

Get.  I’ll  keep  my  Didance  5  I  do  not  like  the  Sport. 

D/a.  What’s  he  that  is 
Owner  of  any  Vertue  worth  a  Ron/an, 

Or  does  retain  the  Memory  of  the  Oath 
He  made  to  C<efar^  that  dares  lift  his  Sword  ' 

Againd  that  Man  who  (carelefs  of  his  life) 

Comes  to  difcover  fuch  a  horrid  Treafbn, 

^  As  when  you  hear’t,  and  underdand  how  long 
Y’ave  been  abus’d,  will  make  you  mad  with  Fury, 
lam  no  Stranger,  but,  like  you,  a  Soldier, 

Train’d  up  one  from  my  Youth  5  and'I  fee  fbme 
With  whom  I  have  ferv’d,  and  (not  to  praifemy  felf) 

!  Mud  needs  confefs,  they  have  feen  Diodes^ 

In  the  late  Britain  Wars,  both  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a  Common  Man. 
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1.  Gua,  -Diodes !  ’  ^  1 . 

2.  Gna,  I  know  him  5  the  braveft  Soldier  of  the  Empire. 

Cam,  Stand  5  if  thou  advance  an  Inch,  thou  art  dead.* 

Dio.  Dye  thou,  ^  iKills  Cam, 

That  durft  oppofe  thy  ftlf  againft  a  Truth, 

That  will  break  out,  tho’  Mountains  cover  it. 

Get.  I  fear  this  is  a  fucking  Pig,  no,  Boar,  • 

He  falls  fo  eafie* 

Dio.  Hear  me.  Soldiers  5 
And  if  I  make  it  not  apparent  to  you 
This  is  an  Ad  of  Juftice,  and  no  Murther,  ^ 

Cut  me  in  pieces :  I’ll  dilperle  the  Cloud 
That  has  fo  long  obfcur’d  a  bloody  Ad, 

Ne’er  equal’d  yet.  You  all  know  with  what  Favours 
The  good  Numeriauus  ever  gract 
The  Provoft  Aper, 

I.  Gua.  We  all  know  it  well.^ 

'  Dio.  And  that  thofe  Bounties 

Should  have  contain’d  him  (if  he  e  re  had  learn  d 

The  Elements  of  Honefty  and  Truth) 

In  loyal  Duty :  But  Ambition  never 
Looks  backward  on  Defert,  but  with  blind  hafte 
Boldly  runs  on.  But  I  lofe  time.  You  are  here 
Commanded  by  this  Aper  to  attend 

The  Emperor’s  PerfbniNo,  my  Friends,  you  arecozeud. 

The  good  Numerianm  now  is  paft 
The  fenfe  of  Wrong  or  Injury. 

All  Gua.  How  ?  dead  1. 

Dio.  Let  your  own  Eyes  inform  you. 

[Opens  the  Litter^  and  jloevps  the  Body 
of  the  murther  d  Emperor.. 

Get.  Is  this  an  Emperor’s  Cabinet  ?  . 

Fough  !  I  have  known  a  Charnel-houfe  fmell  fweeter. 

If  Emperors.  Flefh  have  this  favour,  what  will  mine  do. 

When  I  am  rotten  ? 

1  Gua.  Moft  unheard  of  Villany  1 

2  Gua.  And  with  all  Cruelty  to  be  reveng’d. 

I,  Gua.  Who  is  the  Murtherer  ?  Name  him,  that  we  may’ 
Both  punilhit  in  him,  a'ndall  his  Family. 

Dio*  Who.  ; 
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Dio.  Who  but  Aper  .<? 

That  barbarous,  and  moft  ungrateful  Aper. 

His  defperate  Poniard  printed  on  his  Breaft 
This  deadly  wound. 

IvJay,  weep  not,  let  your  loves  fpeak  in  your  Anger  5 

And  to  confirm  you  gave  no  fufFrage  to 

This  damned  Plot,  lend  me  your  helping  Hands, 

To  punilh  the  Paricide :  And  if  you  find 
Tliat  there  is  worth  in  Diocl&s  to  delerve  it. 

Make  him  your  Leader. 

All.  A  Diodes  /  A  Diodes  !  A  Diodes. 

Dio.  Well  force  him  from  his  Guards.  Now  my  Stars, 

If  you  have  any  good  for  me  in  (lore 

Shew  it,  when  I  Imve  flain  this  fatal  Boar  [Exeunt. 

Delphia,  and  Drufilla,  appear  in  the  Air^  in  a  Chariot 

drawn  by  Dragons. 

Del.  Fix  here,  and  reft  a  while  your  Sail-ftretch’d  Wings, 
That  have  out-ftriptthe  Winds.  The  Eye  of  Heaven 
Durft  not  behold  our  fpeed,  but  hid  it  (elf 
Behind  thd  grofleft  Clouds  5  and  the  pale  Moon 
Pluckt  in  her  Silver  Horns  5  trembling  for  fear 
That  my.(frong^ Spells  ftiould  force  her  from  her  Sphere. 

Such  is  the  power^  of  Art. 

Druf,  Good  Auht,  where  are  we  > 

Del.  Look  down  Drufilla.  Yonder  lofty  Towers, 

And  (pacious  Streets,  where  every  private  Houfe 
Appears  a  Pallace  to  receive  a  Ring  : 

The  Site,  the  Wealth,,  and  Beauty  of  the  Place, 

Will  (bon  inform  thee  *tis  Imperial  Rome  : 

Rome ^  the  great  Miftris  of  the  conquer  d  World. 

Dru.  But  without  D/Wc/,  it  is  to  me,  . 

Like  any  Wildernefs.we  have  pals’d  ore. 

Shall  I  not  fee  him  > 

Del.  Yes,  and  in  full  glory , 

And  glut  thy  eager  Eyes  with  looking  on 
His  profperous  (ucce(s.  Contain  thy  felf : 

For  tho’  all  things  beneath  us  are  tranfparent. 

The  fharpeft  lighted^  were  he  Eagle-Ey’d, 

D  2  Cannot 
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Cannot  difcover  us.  Nor  will  we  hang 
Idle  Spectators  to  behold  his  Triumph. 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,  Senators,  Guard,  mth  Apep 
Prifoner,  Geta,  and  Officers. 

But  when  occafion  (hall  prefent  it  felf. 

Do  (bmething  to  add  to  it.  See,  he  comes. 

Drnf.  How  God-like  he  appeare !  with  fiich  a  grace 
(The  Giants,  that  attempted  to  fcale  Heaven 
When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Phlegrean  Plain) 

Mars  did  appear  to  Jove» 

Del,  Forbear. 

Dio,  Look  on  this. 

And  when  with  horror  thou  haft  view’d  thy  deed, 

(Thy  moft  accurfed  deed)  be  thy  own  Judge, 

And  tell  me  if  thou  canft  perfwade  thy  felf. 

To  Hope,  or  Plead  for  Mercy  ? 

Ape,  No  ^  I  confers  my  life’s  a  burthen  to  me- 
Dio,  Thou  art  like  thy  Name,  a  cruel  Boar. 

I  long  have  hunted  for  thee ,  and  fince  now 
Thou  art  in  the  Toil,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope. 

Thou  ever  (halt  break  out. 

Yet  fince  my  future  Fate  depends  upon  thee. 

Thus  to  fulfil  great  Delphids  Prophefie, 

Aper  (thou  fatal  Boar)  receive  the  honour  [Kills  Aper, 
To  fall  by  Diodes  Hand.  Shine  clear  my  Stars, 

That  met  when  I  had  entrance  to  the  World, 

And  give  Applaufe  to  this  great  Work. 

Del.  Strike  Mufick  from  the  Snlieres. 


Jmx.  V  his  Ihews  the  Gods  approve  the  Perfon,  and  the  ACf. 


I 


Firft, 
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Firft  S  O  *N  G. 

Diodes  the  !Boar  hay  kilfd^ 
Which  did  inf  eft  the  Land  j 
What  Heart  is  not  with  ^pture  ftltd^ 
Who  can  his  Joys  command  ? 
Downy  downtime  bloody  J^illam  falls y  r 
Hatedy  contemn d  of  Jlly  f  ‘ 

And  now  the  mighty  Spirit  calls ^ 

For  ^tes  of  Funeral, 

chorus/ 

Sing  lo’s !  praife  the  Thundring  Jove, 
Palias  and  Venus  Jhare ; 

Since  the  Allcharming  Q^en  of  LoyCy 
Infpires  the  God  of  Wan 


Second  S  O^N  G,  by  a  Woman 

CHaron,  the  peaceful  Shade.  inyiteSy 
He  haftes  to  Waft  him  o’re  ; 

Giye  him  all  necejfary  ^tesy 
To  land  him  on  the  Shore, 

Sound  all  your  Inftruments  of  Wary 
FifeSy  FrumpetSy  Tmhrels  play  i 
Let  all  Mankind  the  Heafure  fharOy 
And  blefs  this  happy  Day, 

CHORUS. 


Sound  all  your  InftrumentSy  &cc. 
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Max,  Now  if  the  Senate 
(for  in  the  Soldiers  Eyes*I  read  their  Love) 

Think  Dhcles  wotthy  to  fupply  the  place. 

Of  dead  Numerianus  ,  as  he  ftands 
His  Heir  in  his  revenge  ^  with  one  confent 
Salute  him  Emperor. 

I  Sen,  Long  liVe  Diodes^ 

Auguflus^  pater  Patri£^  and  all  Titles 
That  are  peculiar  only  to  the  C^fa'rSy 
We  gladly  throw  on  him.  .  -  ^  ^ 

i-Gua.  We  confirm  it,  '  '  )• 

And  will  defend  his  honour  with  our  Swords, 

Againft  the  World  5  raife  him  to  the  Tribunal. 

I  Sen,  Fetch  the  Imperial  Robes :  And  as  a  fign 
We  give  him  abfolute  power  of  Life  and  Death, 

Bind  this  Sword  to  his  Side.  ,  . . 

2,  Sen,  Omit  no  Ceremony  that  may  be  for  his  honour.' 


4  Uj 


‘lPI?ile  they  Itvefi  him  with  the  Imperial  <P^hes^  this  Mar- 
tial  Song  is  •  T^rumpets  ^'aiul  HoSoys  joyning 
with  them,  '  , 


LE  T  the  Soldiers  rejoyce^ 

With. a  general  Voice.,  . 

'Jnd  the  Senate  new  Honours  decree  'em  I 
Who  at  his  Armies  Head, 

Struck  the  fell  Monfler  dead. 

And  fo  boldly,  ^md  bravely  did  free  'em. 


C  H  O  R  U  S. 

^joyce,  ^joyce,  See, 


^  \ 


-  fr 


mm 
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To  Mars  let  'em  rdfe^ 

And  their  Emperors  praife^ 

A  Trophy  of  the  Armies  own  making  ,*  J 
To  Maximinian  tooy 
Some  honours  are  due^ 

Who  joy  d  in  the  hr  aye  undertaking, 

CHORUS. 

^joycey  ^joycey  &c. 

With  Flowers  let'em  JlroWy 
Tl:e  way  as  they  gOy 
Their  Statues  with  Garlands  adorningy 
Who  from  Tyrannies  Night 
Draye  the  Mtfls  in  their  Sighty 
And  gaye  'em  a  glorious  Morning, 

CHORUS. 

^joycoy  ^ejoycey  dec. 

Then  a  Symphony  of  Flutes  in  the  Air,  and  after  this 

SO  N  G. 


Since  the  Toils  and  the  Hazards  of  Wars  at  an  endy 
The  Tleafures  of  Loye  Jhould  fucceed  'em ; 

The  Fair  fjould  prefent  what  the  Senators  fendy 
And  compleat  what  they  haye  decreed  'em. 

With  Dances  and  Songs y  with  Tambours  and  Flutes^ 
Let  the  Maids  f^ew  their  Joy  as  they  meet  him  j 
With  Cymbals  and  HarpSy  with  Viols  and  LuteSy 
Let  the  Husbands  and  True  Loyers  greet  him. 


CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 

» 

.  ^  *  ' 

Let  the  friejl  with  ^roceJJIons  the  Hero  attend 

And  Statues  ereSl  to  his  Glory  ; 

Let  the  Smoak  from  the  Altars  to  Heaven  afcend, 
All  fing  Great  Diodes  Story, 

Max,  Still  the  Gods 

Exprcfs  that  they  are  pleas’d  with  the  Eleftion. 

Get.  My  Marter  is  an  Emperor,  and  I  feel 
A  Senators  Itch  upon  me.  Would  I  could  hire 
Thefe  fine  invifible  Fidlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  Inftalment. 

Dio.  I  embrace  your  1  oves, 

And  liope  the  Honours  which  you  heap  on  me 
Shall  be  with  Strength  fupported.  I  defire  no  Titles 
But  as  I  fhall  deferve  ’em.  I  will  keep  .  ,  * 

My  Name,  but  with  this  difference,  iWadd 
To  Diodes  but  two  fhort  Syllables, 

And  be  call’d  Diodefanns, 

Get,  This  is  fine. 

Ill  follow  the  Fafhion,  and  when  I  am  a  Senator, 

Ill  be  nb  more  plain  Geta,  but  be  call’d 
Lord  Getianus, 

Dm.  He  ne’re  thinks  of  me,  nor  of  your  Favour. 

Enter  Niger. 

Del.  If  he  dares  prove  falfe, 

Thefe  Glories  fhall  be  to  him  as  a  Dream, 

Or  an  Inchafited  Banquet.  '  .  » 

Nig.  From  Charinus^  .  ' 

From  Great  Charinm^  who  with  Joy  has  heard  ~  ’ 

Of  your  Proceedings, 'and  confirms  your  Honours. 

He,  with  his  beauteous  Sifter^  fair  Aurelia^ 

Are  come  in  Perfbn,  like  themfelves  attended, 

To  gratulate  your  Fortune. 

Dio.  For  thy  News, 
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Be  thou  in  Frartce  Pro-Conful.  .  Let  us  meet 
The  Emperor  with  all  Refpedtand  Honour. 

Trumpets,  Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Attendants, 

Dru.  Oh  Aunt !  I  lee  this  Princefs  does  ecliple 
The  Luftre  of  my  Beauty,  tho’  I  .were 
Mv  felf  to  be  the  Judge.  ^ 

Del,  Relie  on  me. 

Cha,  Tis  Vertue,  and  not  Birth,  that  makes  us  Noble. 

^  Great  Adions  (peak  Great  Minds,  and  fuch  fhould  govern  ; 
And  you  are  grac’d  with  both.  Thus,  as  a  Brother, 

A  Fellow,  and  Copartner  in  the  Empire, 

I  do  embrace  you :  May  we  live  fo  far 
From  Difference,  or  emulous  Competition, 

That  all  the  World  may  fay,  although  two  Bodies,  > 

We  have  one  Mind. 

-  Aur,  When  I  behold  this  Object, 

The  dead  Numerianus^  I  fhould  wafh 
His  Wounds  with  Tears,  and  pay  a  Sifter  s  Sorrow 
To  his  fad  Fate  :  but  fince  he  lives  again 
In  your  moft  brave  Revenge,  I  bow  to  you. 

As  to  a  Power  which  gave  him  fecond  Life, 

And  will  make  good  my  Promife.  If  you  find 
That  there  is  Worth  in  me  that  may  deferve  you, 

Altho’  my  Youth  and  Fortune  may  require 
Both  to  be  fu  d  and  fought  to,  here  I  yield 
My  felf  to  be  your  Wife. 

Dw.  Oh  you  Gods  ! 

Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful  5  you  have  pour’d 
All  Bleflings  on  me,  that  ambitious  Man 
Could  ever  fancy.  Till  this  happy  Minute 
I  ne’er  faw  'Beauty,  or  believ’d  there  could  be 
Perfeftion  in  a  Woman.  On  my  Knees 
I  thus  receive  you  5  and,  if  you  vouchfafe  it. 

This  day  I  am  doubly  married,  to  the  Empire, 

And  your  fair  felf. 

Del.  Falfe  and  perfidious  Villain - 

Dru,  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him.  Oh  my  Stars  I 
-  This  I  forefaw,  and  fear’d. 

E  '  Cha,  Call 
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Cha.  Call  in  a  Fkmn  ;  this  Knot 
Shall  inftantly  be  ty’d. 

Dd,  But  it  (hall  not. 

If  Art  or  Hell  have  any  ftrength. 

E>,ter  a  Flamen.  Thmuler  and  Light  f>g.  The  Stage  h  dark-  . 
Md  o,t  a  fiidden.  A  dreadful  Mofer  comes  from  the 
further  end  of  the  Scenes,  and  moves  Jlomy  forroard. 

Cha.  Prodigious  !  _ 

Max.  How  foon  the  Day  s  o  re-calt ! 

,  Fla.  The  Signs  are  fatal.  ,  .  ’ 

fmiles  not  upon  this  Match,  and  (hews 
She  has  her  Thunder  too.  Defer  the  Marriage, 

Or  this  fell  Monfter  will  devour  you  all 

Dio,  Can  there  be  a  Stop  to  all  my  Happmels. 

Cha.  We  were  too  violent. 

And  I  repent  my  hafte.  Firli  let  ns  pay 
All  Rites  of  Funeral  to  my  dead  Brothers 
Perhaps  that  may  appeafe  the  angry  Gods. 

The  Muflck.flourijh.  They  who  made  the  Monfter  feparM  in 
an  injlant,  and  fall  into  a  Figure,  ready  to  begin  a' Dance 
of  Fnries, 

Cha.  ’Tis  wonderful.  Here,  take  up  the  Body  5 

And  when  we  have  plac’d  his  A(hes  in  his  Urn, 

We’il  try  the  Gods  again.  >  j 

-  [Exen^t  Trumpets  and  Drums,  founding  and 

,  beating  a  dead  iPCarch, 

Del.  So,  ’tis  deferr’d  yet,  in  defpite  of  FaKhood. 

Comfort,  Drufilla  3  for  he  (hall  be  thine. 

Some  Rites  I  muft  perform  to  Hecate,  ^ 

To  perfect  my  Defigns ,  Which  finilh’d  once, 

'  He  (hall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  Call, 

Or  in  Bis  Ruine  I  will  bury  all. 

« 

End  of  the  Second  AH, 
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A  C  T  III.  SCENE  I. 

Scene  a  ^oonu-  Chairs  in  it.  the  Hanzims  and  Fhures^ 

Grotesk. 

«• 

Efiter  Maximinian. 

Alax,  ^  T  7 Hat  powerful  Star  {hind at  this  Man s Nativity, 
VV  And  bleft  his  homely  Cradle  with  full  Glory  ? 
What  throngs  of  People  prels  and  buz  about  him, 

And  with  their  humming  Flatteries  fing  him  ? 

How  the  fierce-niinded  Soldier  bows  before  him  }  ^ 

Charinus  fues,  the  Emperor  intreats  hini  3 
And  his  bright  charming  Sifter  doats  on  him : 

All  worfhip  him  3  yet  Xm  ^^M.axinnman\ 

What  have  I  got  by  this  ?  I  have  gone  as  far 
To  wooe  this  purblind  Honour,  as  he  has  5 
And  done  as  much,  run  thro’  as  many  Perils ; 

Only  the  Executioner  of  J/?er, 

(Which  I  miftook)  has  made  him  Emperor, 

And  me  his  Slave.  ;  ^  \  j' 

Enter  Delphia  md  Drufilla. 

Del,  Stand  ftill,  he  cannot  fee  us,  till  I  pleafe. 

This  Diicontentment  I  have  forc’d  into  him, 

For  thy  Caufe,  my  DritftlU, 

Max.  Can  the  Gods  fee  this  ? 

See  it  with  Juftice,  and  confer  their  Bleflings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  Grain  of  Incenle 
Upon  their  Altars,  never  bow’d  his  Knee  yet  ? 

Audi,  that  have  march’d  Foot  by  Foot,  ftruck  equally, 

Contemning  his  bafe  covetous^ - 

Del.  Now  we’ll  appear. 

Alax.  Blefs  me,  ye  Gods !  And  with  all  Reverence— yO/ee/j. 
^  Del.  Stand  up,  my  Son  5  , 

And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful JLIncle  : 

I  know  thy  Thoughts,  and  I  appear  to  eale  ’em. 

Max.  Oh  Mother'!  did  1  ftand  the  tenth  part  to  you 
i _  E  2  Engag’d 
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Engag’d  and  fetter’d,  as  my  Uncle  does, 

How  would  I  ferve,  how  would  I  fall  before  you  5 
How  worlhip  and  adore  you  ? 

DeL  Peace,  and  flatter  not  5 
Kcceflity  and  Anger  draws  this  from  you. 

Of  both  which  I  forgive  you.  For  your  Uncle, 

'Twas  I  foretold  this  Honour,  it  fell  on  him. 

Fell  to  his  full  Content.  He  has  forgot  me, 

For  all  my  Care,  forgot  me,  and  his  Vow  too  5 
And  I  have  forgot  him  ^  let  him  ftand  faft  now. 

Come  hither :  My  Care  fhall  be  for  you. 

Max.  Oh  blefled  Mother  !  \JShe  charms  h'uft. 

Del.  Stand  ftill,  and  let  me  work.  So  now,  Maximinran^ 
Go  and  appear  in  Court,  and  eye  Aurelia  , 

Stand  in  her  View,  make  your  Addreflestoher  5 
Prepare  fome  Mufick,  and  then  fhew  your  felf. 

And  mark  the  Confequence  :  I’ll  fay  no  more. 

But  Fortune  is  your  Servant 5  go,  and  be  happy. 

Max.  I  know  all  this  is  holy  Truth. 

Del.  Believe,  and  profper.  [ExzV  Maximinlan. 

Dru.  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me : 

You  had  full  as  much  Belief  from  Diockfian. 

'Enter  Geta,  Lidors,  and  Suitors  with  Petitions. 

Del.  Be  not  dejefted,  I  have  warn’d  you  often  5  ' 

The  proudeft  thoughts  he  has.  I’ll  humble.  Who’s  this } 

O,  ’tisthe  Fool,  and  Knave,  grown  a  grave  Officer: 

He’s  hot  with  high  Preferment. 

Get.  Whafs  your  Bill  >  For  Gravel  for  the  Appian  Way, 
And  Pills.  Is  the  Way  Rheumatick  ?  * 

I  Suit.  ’Tis  Piles,  an’t  pleafe  your  Worfhip. 

Get.  Remove  me  thofe  Piles  to  Port  EJqueline.^ 

Tis  fitter  for  the  Place.  You  (hall  be  paid. 

I  Suit.  I  thank  your  Honour. 

Get.  Thank  me  when  you  have  it , 

Thank  me  another  way,  you  are  an  AE  elfe.  - 

I  know  my  Office.  Lord,  how  thefe  Fellows  throng  I 

That  Knave  has  eaten  Garlick ,  whip  him,  and  bring  him  hack. 
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2  Stiit.  T  befeech  yonrWorOiipj 

Here’s  an  old  Reckoning  for  the  Dung  and  Dirt,  Sir. 

Get,  It  ftinks  like  thee  3  away.  Yet  let  him  tarry. 

Let’s  fee  your  Bill :  Give  your  Pkitions 
In  feemly  fort,  and  keep  your  Caps  off  decently. 

For  fcowring  the  Water- courfes  thro’  the  City  } 

A  fine  Periphrafis  for  a  Kennel-raker. 

Did  you  fcowr  all,  my  Friend  >  You  had  fome  Bufinefs, 

Who  (hall  fcowr  you  >  Your  to  be  paid,  I  take  it. 

When  Surgeons  fwear  you  have  perform’d  your  Office.- 
5.  Suit,  Your  Worfhip’s  merry. 

Get,  Wc  muft  be  fometimes  witty. 

To  nick  a  Knaves  ’tis  uleful  to  our  Gravity. 

Ill  take  no  more  Petitions  5  I  am  pefter’d  3 
Give  me  fome  Reft  > 

3  Suit,  I  have  brought  the  Gold  (an’t  pleafe  ye) 

About  the  Place  you  promis’d. 

Get,  See  him  enter’d.  How  does  your  Daughter  ? 

3  Suit,  The  better  for  your  Worfhip. 

Get,  This  is  too  little :  But  let  me  foe  your  Daughter  3 
Tis  a  good  forward  Girl.  Ill  take  no  more  Petitions. 

Lie,  You  foe  the  Edik’s  bufie. 

Get,  Look  to  your  Places,  or, I’ll  make  you  (moakelfo. 

I  drank  a  Cup  of  Wine  at  your  Houfo  yefterday. 

It  was  fmart  Wine,  my  Friend. 

Lie,  Send  him  the  Piece  3  he  likes  it. 

Get,  And  eat  the  beft  Wild  Boar  at  that  fame  Farmers.  > 

2  Suit,  I  have  half  left  yet  3  your  Worfhip  (hall  command  it. 
Get,  A  Bit  will  forve.  Give  me  fome  reft.  Gods  help  me. 
How  (hall  I  labour  when  I  am  a  Senator  > 

Del,  Tis  a  fit  Place  indeed.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Does  not  your  Worfhip  know  us? 

Get,  Thefo  Women  are  fo  troublefom. 

T-here  be  Houfes  providing  for  fuch  wretched  Creatures^ 
Houfos  of  fmall  Rents,  to  fot  old  Wives  a  fpinning. 

Dru,  We  are  no  Spinfters,  Sir,  nor,  if  you  look  on  us. 

So  wretched  as  you  take  us. 

Del,  Does  your  Mightinefs 
(For  that’s  a  great  Deftroyer  of  the  Ivlemory) 

Yet  underftand  our  Faces?  G,,.  Pretbec 
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Get,  Prethee  keep  off,  Woman. 

It  is  not  fit  1  ftiould  know  every  Creature. 
What  tho’  I  was  familiar  heretofore? 


I  muft  not  know  thee  now  :  my  Place  negleds  thee  ^ 

Yet  canfe  I  have  a  glimps  of  your  remembrance. 

Give  me  your  Sutes,  and  wait  me  a  Month  hence. 

Del.  Our  Suits  (  Sir  )  are,  to  fee  the  Emperor, , 

The  Emperor  Dioclefia^/j  to  fpeak  with  him  5 
And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We  have  told  you  all.  Sir. 

Get.  I  laugh  at  your  fimplicity,  poor  Women. 

To  fee  the  Emperor  ^  you  are  deceiv’d  now  5 
The  Emperor  appears  but  once  in  feven  Years, 

And  then  he  fhines  not  on  fuch  Weeds  as  you  are. 

Yet  now  I  think  ou  t  ,  wait  in  that  Room  of  State, 

Perhaps  he  may  come  forth.  All  leave  me  but  my  Officers. 

Del.  I  thank  you.  Sir  5  [^Ex.  Suit. 

Come  my  DrnfilU^  we  (hall  fee  him  there.  \^Ex.  Del.  Druf. 

Get.  I  am  too  merciful,  I  find  it  Friends  5 
Of  too  foft  a  nature  for  an  Officer , 

I  bear  too  much  remorfe. 

Lie.  ’Tis  your  own  fault.  Sir : 

For  look  ye,  one  fo  newly  warm  in  office. 

Should  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true  Julfice^ 

Hit  where  it  will ;  the  more  you  Whip  and  Hang  Sir, 

(Tho’  without  caufe,  let  thatlhew  itfelf  afterward) 

The  more  you  are  admir’d,  and  fear’d.  Sir. 

Get.  I  think  it  fhould  be  fo. 

Lie.  Your  Country-men  are  by  nature  Cholerick, 

And  prone  to  Anger. 

Get.  Nay,  I  can  be  Angry , 

And  the  beft  is,  I  need  ftiew  ho  reafon  for’t. 

Lie.  You  need  not.  Sir,  your  Place  is  without  reafon  5 
And  what  you  want  in  Learning,  and  in  Judgment, 

Make  up  with  Rule,  and  Rigor. 

Get.  A  rare  Counfellor  1 
Inftrud  me  further.  Is  it  fit,  my  Friend, 

The  Emperor,  my  Mafter  Dioelefian.^ 

Should  now  remember,  or  the  Times,  or  Manners, 

Call’d  him,  plain,  down-right  Dioeks  } 
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Lie,  He  muft  not  5  it  ftands  not  with  his  Royalty. 

Get.  I  grant  ye. 

I  being  then  the  Edik  Gefiia^uf^ 

A  Man  of  Place,  and  Judges  is  it  held  requifite 
I  (liould  commit  to  my  Confideration, 

Thole  Rafcals  of  remov’d,  and  ragged  Fortunes, 

Who  with  unreverend  Mouths,  call’d  me  Slave  Get  a  > 

Lie.  You  muft  forget  their  Names  ^  your  Honour  bids  you. 
Get.  I  will  forget  ’em,  but  I’ll  hang  their  Natures. 

I  will  afeend  my  Place,  which  is  of  Juftice  5 
And  Mercy  I  forget  thee. 

Lie.  A  rare  Magiftrate  1  another  Soh^  fare. 

Get.  An  hour  hence  I’ll  fit  in  State,  in  this  Place, 

And  then,  hang  all  are  brought  before  me.  ,  [Exeunt. 

A  Cur  tain  falls  reprefenting  the  entrance  into  the  inner  part 
of  a  Magnificent  Wallace.  A  nohle  Arch  ,*  behind  it  tmo 
Embroider  d  Curtains^  part  of  the  firfl  tyd  up  on  either 
fide  5  the  farther  Curtain  hanging  down.  Figures  of 
Diana,  on  each  fide  of  the  Arch  Jlanding  on  large  Fede- 
flails. 

Enter  Diodes. 

Dio.  How  am  I  crofs’t,  and  tortur’d  ?  - 

My  moft  wifht  Happinefi,  my  lovely  Miftrift, 

Who  muft  compleat  my  Hopes,  and  link  my'  Greatneft, 

Yet  fevered  from  my  Arms  ?  Tell  me,  high  Heaven, 

How  have  I  finned,  that  you  ftiould  fpeak  in  Thunder  > 

In  Jiorrid  Thunder,  when  my  Heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  Breaft,  the  Prieft  was  ready,-  - 

The  fair  Aurelia  ready.  You  gave  the  honour,- 
And  ere  you  gave  it  full,  could  you  deftroy  it  ? 

-  Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Or  was  there  fome  dire  Star  ?  fome  Devil  that  did  it  ? 

Some  fad  malignant  Angel  to  my  honour  ? 

With  you,  1  dare  not  rage. 
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Del.  With  me  thou  canft  not, 

Tho’  it  was  1 5  nay  look  not  pale,  and  frighted 
ril  fright  you  more :  with  me  thou  canft  not  quarrel. 

I  rais’d  the  Thunder  to  rebuke  thy  falftiood. 

Look  here,  to  her  thy  fahfiood.  Now  be  angry, 

■  And  be  as  great  in  Evil,  as  in  Empire. 

Dio.  Blefs  me  ye  Powers  ! 

,  Del  True,  thou  haft  need  of  Blefling. 

’Twas  I  that  at  thy  great  Inauguration, 

Hung  in  the  Air  unfeen.  ’Twas  I  that  honour’d  thee 
With  various  Mufick,  and  fweet  founding  Airs. 

But  why  did  I  all  this?  To  keep  thy  Honefty^ 

Thy  Vow,  and  Faith  5  that  once  forgot,  and  (lighted, 

All  other  Bleffings  leave  you  5  nay  Aurelia 
(Unlefs  thou  foon  repent)  (hall  fcorn,  and  hate  thee. 

Druf.  Yet  conftder, 

As  you  are  Noble,  as  I  have  deferyd  ye  j 

For  yet  you  are  free.  If  neither  Faith,  norPromife, 

Nor  Deeds  of  former  times  may  be  remembred  5 
Let  thefe  new  dropping  Tears,  for  I  ftill  love  you, 

Thele  Hands  held  up  to  Heaven -  (you, 

Dio.  I  can  pitty  you,  but  that  is  all  5  I’ll  not  diftemble  with 
I  muft  not  offer  more,  ’twere  moft  unwife  in  me. 

Del  How  ?  were  it  not  wile? 

Dio.  Nor  honourable, 

A  Princels  is  my  Love,  ftie  dotes  on  me  ^ 

A  fair,  and  lovely  Princels  is  my  Miftrils. 

I  am  an  Emperor':  confider  Prophetels, 

I  am  now  for  Queens,  for  none  but  Divine  Beauties  5 
To  look  fo  low  as  this  cheap  common  fweetnels. 

Would  fpeak  me  mean  ftill,  and  my  Glories  nothing. 

I  grant  I  made  a  Vow  5  what  was  I  then  ? 

As  fhe  is  now,  of  no  note,  (Hope  made  me  Promife,) 

But  as  I  am,  to  keep  this  Vow  were  monftrous, 

A  madnels,  and  a  low  inglorious  fondnels. 

Del.  Take  heed,  proud  Man. 

Druf.  Princes  may  love  with  Titles," 

But  I  with  Truth. 

Del  Take  heed ;  here  ftands  thy  Deftiny. 

Thy  Fate  depends  on  her. 

Dh,  Thou 
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Dio.  Thou  doating  Sorcerefs.  5  , 

Would’ft  have  me  love  this  thing  >  that  is  not  worthy 
To  wait  upon  my  Saint,  to  be  her  Shadow. 

A  Princefsis  her  tlave  >  when  (he  appears 
Bows  her  beck.  The  mighty  Pery^^e’s  Daughter 
(Bright  as  the  breaking  Eaflj  as  mid-day  Glorious) 

Waits  her  commands,  is  proud  to  ferve  her  Pleafures,- 
Some  honorable  Match  I  will  provide  for  her. 

That  ih  -I  advance  you  both  5  mean  time  Til  fmile  on  you. 


[^ExiL 

Del.  Mean  time  Ill  haunt  you.  Cry  not  Child,  be  confident. 
’Ere  long  thou  ihalt  more  pitty  him,  (oblerve  me) 

And  pitty  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  feekft  him. 

My  Art  lhall  fail  me  elfe  5  come,  no  more  weeping.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  the  former  Clumber ^  hung  with  Orotesk-worh 


Enter  Geta,  and  Lidors. 

Get,  Set  me  my  Chair. 

And  now  I’ll  put-on  a  Face  of  Authority. 

A  Whipping,  Torturing,  Hanging  Face  5  ’tis  well. 

N0W5  bring  in  the  Offenders. 

I  Lie.  There  are  none  yet,  Sir,  but  no  doubt  there  will  be. 
Get.  How  ?  am  I  ready  ?  an^  my  Anger  too  ? 

The  fury  of  a  Magiftrate  upon  me. 

And  no  Offenders  to  execute  my  Kage  on  ? 

Ha  I  no  Offenders  Knaves.  ? 

I  Lie.  There  are  Knaves  indeed,  Sir  5 
We  hope  (hortly  to  have  ’em  for  your  Worfhip. 

Get,  No  Man  to  Hang,  or  Whip  ?  are  you  good  Officers, 
To  provide  no  Fuel  for  a  Judges  Fury  ? 

In  this  Place,  fomething  muft  be  done.  This  Chair, 

When  I  fit  down,  muft  favour  of  feverity  : 

Therefore  I  warn  ye  all,  bring  me  lend  People, 

Or  likely  to  be  lend  ,  Twigs  muft  be  cropttoo. 

Let  me  have  Evil  Perfbns  in  abundance. 

Or  make  ’em  Evil,  ’tis  all  one  ^  do  but  fay  fb, 

That  I  may  have  fit  matter  for  a  Magiftrate, 
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Then  let  me  work.  If  I  fit  idle  once  more, 

And  lofe  my  longing  as  I  am  true  Edile^ 

And  as  1  hope  to  redifie  my  Country, 

You  are  the  Scabs  Til  fcratch  from  the  *  Common-Wealth  5 
You  are  thofe  Rafcals  of  the  State  Til  punifh. 

And  you  (hall  find,  and  feel  it. 

I  L/C.  You  (hall  have  many,  many  notorious  People. 
Get.  Let  ’em  be  People, 

And  keep  notorious  to  your  felves.  Mark  m^Li&ors^ 
If  I  be  angry,  as  my  Place  will  ask  it. 

And  want  fit  matter  to  execute  my  Authority  on, 

I’ll  hang  a  hundred  of  you.  I’ll  not  flay 
To  inquire  further  into  your  Offences. 

It  is  fufficient  tliat'I  find  no  Criminals, 

And  therefore  I  muft  make  fome  5  let  that  fuffice. 

For'  fo  runs  my  Commiflion. 
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Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. , 

Get.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Del.  You  muft  not  mourn  ftill  5  fome  recreation 
To  allay  this  fadnefs,  muft  be  fought.  What’s  here?  .  ^  . 

Some  fencelefs  People  Woifhipping  a  Sign  in  Office.  . 

Get.  Lay  hold  on  her,  and  hold  her  faft. 

She’ll  flip  thro’  your  Fingers  like  an  Eel  elfe^ 

I  know  her  Tricks.  Hold  her,  I  fay,  and  bind  her: 

Or  hang  her  firft,  and  then  I’ll  tell 'you  wherefore.- 
Del.  What  have  I  done  ?. 

Get.  Thou  haft  done  enough  to  undo  thee. 

Thou  haft  prefs’d  to  the  Emperor’s  prefence  without  my  War- 
I  being  his  Key,  and  Image.  (rant, 

Del.  You  are,  indeed,  an  Image  3 
And  of  the  courfeft  Stuff,  and  the  worft  making. 

That  ’ere  1 lookt  on  yet. 
ril  make  as  good  an  Image  of  -  an  Afs. 

Get.  Befides,  thou  art  a  Woman  of  a  lend  Life. 

Del.  I  am  no  Whore,  Sir,  nor  no  common  fame 
Has  ’ere  proclaim’d  me  vitiousto  the  People. 

Get.  Thou  art  to  me,  a  damnable  leud  Woman,  * 

Which  is  as  ftrong  a  proof  as  if  Forty  fwore  it. 

I  know  thou  art  a  keeper  of  tame  Devils,  * 
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An;l  whereas,  great  and  grave  Men  of  my  Place,. 

Can  by  the  Law  be  allow’d  but  one  a  piece 
For  their  own  Services  and  rlecreacioa, 

Thou,  lilte  a  Traiteroui  Quean,  keep  ft  twenty  De  vils, 
Twenty  in  Ordinary. 

Del,  Pray,  Sir,  be  pacified. 

If  that  be  all  ^  and  if  you  want  a  Servant, 

Yonfhall  have  one  of  mineftiall  (ervefor  nothing  » 

A  faithful,  diligent,  and  a  wife  Devil. 

For  what  ufe  do  you  want  one  ? 

Get.  Let  her  go. 

We  men  of  bufinefs  muft  ufe  fpeedy  Servants. 

Let  me  fee  all  your  Family. 

Del.  You  fhall ,  I  have  Devils  of  all  kinds  ready  for  you. 
Get.  Let  me  fee  ^  a  Devil  for  Intelligence  ?  No,  no, 

He  will  lye  beyond  all  Travellers.  A  State  Devil  } 

Neither  5  hell  out-do  me  at  my  own  Weapon. 

An  Evidencing  Devil  ?  hell  out-fwear  me. 

And  turn  my  Plots  upon  my  felf.  An  impudent  Devil } 
That  can  out-face  a  Judge  upon  the  Bench. 

He  may  hang  others,  then  he  may  hang  me. 

A  holy  Devil  ?  one  that  can  out-do 

The  High-Prieft  in  Hipocrifie.  That’s  dangerous : 

Hell  bt^ach  fbme  new  Religion  ,  and  we  are 
Already  over-ftockt  With  Teeming  Saints  3 
Or  over-zealous  mad  Men,,  that  are  as  bad.  ‘ 

A  Devil  that  can  fpeak  all  Languages-: 

To  entertain' Embafladors  in  their  own  Tongues, 

Or  elfe  fbme  pleafant  Airy,  Dancing  Devils, 

To  treat  the  Ladies  with,  who  vifit  me. 

Thofe  would  do  well. 

Del  It  fhall  be  done. 

Sit  there  5  and  if  you  love  your  own  Life,  ftir  not. 

’Ill  give  you  a  tafte  of  my  Art  immediately. 

You  fee  thofe  Antick  Figures  in  the  Hangings. 

Get.  Yes,  very  well. 

Del.  They  are  all  Spirits  5  all  at  my  command. 

My  Servants  all,  and  they  fhall  entertain  you  5 
Come  forth,  and  Dance  before  this  mighty  Edik* 

Come  forth,  and  leave  your  Shadows  in  your  places. 

F  2  Ih 
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Tte  Figures  come  out  of  the  Hangings  and  F)ance  :  And  Ft* 
gures  exaEily  the  fame  appear  in  their  places.:  When  they 
have  danc'd  a  while^  they  go  to  ft  on  the  Chairs,  tky  fi^ 
from  'em,  and  after  joyn  m  the  Dance  ivith  'em. 

Get.  Shall  thefe  Devils  be  at  my  command  > 

Del.  They  (hall  be  more  obedient  than  your  flaves. 

You  (hall  have  other  Spirits  if  you  pleafe, 

Shall  take  you  up,  and  bear  you  thro’  the  Air  5 
Hfirricania^  appear  5  and  take  him  up. 

Get.  O  deliver  me  !  deliver  me !  QGet.  runs  off',  the  Li- 

ftors  follow  him, 

Del,  So  5  I  have  frighted  him  fufficiently, 

He’ll  trouble  us  no  more.  Come  my  DrufiUa, 

Th’  Embafladors  of  Ferfia  are  now  - 

With  th’  Emperor  Charimis  and  Aurelia, 

Demanding  freedom  for  their  Mafter’s  Sifter, 

The  fair  Caffatia,  whom  the  haughty  Princefs 
Shall  ftill  retain,  and  fend  th’  Emballadors 
In  difeontent  away.  Come,  do  not  grieve. 

Thou  foon  (halt  fee  this  proud  ingrateful  Man, 

So  miferable,  thou  (halt  pitty*  him.  \ExeHnt, 

Scene  Magnificent  D allace. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Caflana,  Ambaftadors. 

and  Attendants. 

Aur.  Never  difpute  with  me,  you  (hall  not  have  her 
Nor  name  the  greatnels  of  your  King,  I  delpife  him. 

Your  Knees  move  nothing:  ftiould  your  Mafter bow  thus,  • 

It  were  his  Duty,  and  my  Power  fhould  fcorn  him., 

Cha.  She  is  her  Woman  (never  fue  to  me} 

And  in  her  Power  to  render  her,  or  keep  her. 

She  is  my  Sifter,  not  to  be  compell’d,  ■ 

Nor  have  her  own  fnatcht  from  her. 

Amb.  We  only  beg  her, 

To  name  what  Ranfom  (lie  will  pleafe  to  think  of, 

Jewels 
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Jewels,  or  Towns,  of  Provinces.  . 

Aur,  No  Ranfom, 

No  not  your  Rings  own  Hedd,  his  Crown  upon  it. 

And  all  the  low  fubmiffions  of  his  People. 

Amb,  Fair  Princels’s,  ought  to  have  tender  thoughts.. 

Aur,  Is  fhe  too  good, 

To  wait  upon  the  mighty  Emperor’s  Sifter? 

What  Princefs  of  that  Sweetneft,  or  that  Excellence  ? 

Sprung  from  the  proudeft,  and  the  mightieft  Monarchs, 

But  may  be  highly  bleft,.  to  be  my  Servant  } 

Caf.  Tis  moft  true,.tnighty  Princefs. 

Aur,  Has  my  fairufage 

Made  you  fomuch  defpife  me,  and  my  Fortune,  ^  - 
That  you  grow  weary  of  my  Entertainments  ? 
Henceforward,  as  you  are  I  will  command  you  5 
And  as  you  j were  ordain^’d  my  Prifoner, 

My  Slave,  and  one  I  may  di(pQ{e.pf  anyway. 

No  more  my  fair  Companibn :  fell  your  King  lb. 

Ill  ufe  her  asl  pleafe,  and  that’s  your  Anfwer. 

Amb,  Our  Mafter  with  a  mighty  Army’s  near  5 
I  know  he’ll  .venture  all  to  free  his  Sifter ;  \Jijtde, 

You  are  the  caufe  then  of  the  War  :  for  fince. 

Entreaty  can’t  prevail,  force  muft  compel.  ‘  [_Ex.  Amb. 

..Ti  Mujlck  and  ,a  SONG. 

Enter  Maximinwi^i  ht  ftands  gazing  on  the  Princefs 
'  all  the  time  of  the  Song. 

WHat  Jhall  I  do  to  p?om  bow  much  I  loVe  her  ? 

How  many.  Millions  of  Sigh's  can  fuffice  I 
That  which  wins  other  Hearts^  neyeir  can  mope  her^ 

Thofe  common  methods  of  LoVe  f^ell  defpife, 

1  will  loPe  more  than  Man  ere  loVd  before  me, 

Ga‘^  on  her  dll  the  'Day  f  melt  all  the  Night ; 

Till  foY  her  own  fake  at  laji  p?ell  implore  me^ 

To  loYe  her  lefs  to  preferYe  our  delight. 

Since  ■ 
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Since  Gods  themfehes  cmli  ^ot  ever  be  loving^ 

Men  7nuft  have  breathing  Remits  for  new.  Jojs 
I  Hvif)  niy  Love  could  he  always  improving. 

Tho  eager ^  LoVe  more  than  Sorrow  dejlroys. 

In  Fair  Aurelias  Jrms  leave  me  expiring^ 

To  be  Enibabnd  by  the  Sweets  of  her  !Breathj 
To  the  laft  Moment  III  ftill  '■be  deftrmg.: 

Never  ha^  Hero  fo^,  gl^Fio^ ,  Veathi  ^ , 

Max.  Now,  if  thou  beTt  ci  Propbetefi,  and  canft  do 
Things  of  that  vvonder  that  thy  Tongue ’delivers, 

Canft  raife  me  too,  now 'fhew  tliy  mighty  PowV. 

How  file  ey^s  rne*?  ^ liU  /r  -  s. 

How  fweet,  how  fair,  and  lovely  (he  appears  > 

Her  Eyes,  like  bright  Noon-beams,  (hoot  thorow  me. 
Attr.  Oh  my  deay  Friend,  where  have  you  been  ?  ' 
Max.  Where  am  f ' 
Who  does  (he  take  me  for  ?  Work  ftill^  work  ftrongly 
Aur.  Why  have  you  fled  my  Love,  and  my  Embraces 
Max.  Is  this  real?  Idare  hot  truft-myS^nfes. 

Anr.  Can  a  Clap  of  Thunde^ 

The  Caufe  being  asc  common  a^fthe  Noile  is,'  ■  ‘  i 

Strike  Terror  to  a  Soldier  s  “Heart  F  a  Monarch’s  ? 

Thro’  all  the  Fires  of  angry  Heaven,  thro’  Tempefts, 
That  (ing  of  nothing  but  PeftrOction,  ^ 

Even  underneath  the  Boltpf  thenjeady. 

And  aiming  dreadfully,  I  would  fefek^you, 
and  fly  into  your  Arms.  ^  - 

.  Max.  I  fhall  be  mighty  F  '  I  .  . 

Cha.  Fie,  Sifter,  fie  : 

What  a  forgetful  Weaknefs  is  this  in  you  ? 

What  a  light  Cinnage  ?  Thefe  are  Words  andQffers 
Due  only  to  your  H\Ji^SiXtd^^Dioc.lefia?z. 

Attr.  ’Tis  ftrange,  '  \  '  "  ‘ 

That  only  empty  Names  compel  Aflciftions.  ••  - 
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This  Man  you  fee,  give  what  Name  or  Title, 

Let  it  be  ne  er  fo  mean,  ne  re  fo  defpis’d  5  Brother, 

This  lovely  Man - 

Max,  Tho’  I  be  bang’d,  I’ll  on. 

Aur.  This  fweet  young  Man — 

Max.  Oh  Prophetefs!  Incomparable  Woman  I 
Anr.  This  Man,  I  (ay, 

Ifct  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  what  Fortune, 

This  moft  unequal’d  Man,  defervcs  the  Bed  of 
Cha^  You  are  not  mad? 

I  hope  (he  is :  I  am  fare  I  am  little  .better. 

Enter  Diodes. 

My  Uncle  comes.  Now  if  (he’s  firm.,  I  atii  happy. 

Cha.  For  Honours  (ake,  be  careful. 

Dio.  Oh  my  fair  Miftris ! 

Aur.  What  Man  is  this  ?  Away  ,  What  (a wcy  Fellow  ? 
How  came  this  bafe  mean  Creaturer  to  my  Prefence  ? 

Dh.  Have  you  forgot  me.  Fair  ?‘  Or  do  you  jeft  with  me 
r!l  tell  you  how  I  came  ;  pray  look  more  kindly. 

Nothing  but  Frowns  and  Scorns! 

Anr.  Who  is  this  Fellow  ? 

Dio.  I’ll  tell  you  who  :  I  am  your  Husband,  Madam. 

Aur.  Husband  to  me? 

Dio.  Yes,  to  yon,  Madam  :  I  am  Diode  fan. 

Max.  More  of  this  fport,  and  I  am  made.  Oh  Mother ! 
Compleat  what  is  begun. 

Dio.  I  am  he,  Madam, 

RevengM  your  Brother’s  Death,  flew  cruel  Aper. 

I  am  he  the  Soldier  courts,  the  Emperor  honours. 

Your  Brother  loves.  I  am  he  (my  beauteous  Miftris) 

Will  make  you  Emprefs  of  the  Wprld. 

Aur.  ’Tis  falfe,  thou  art  not  he  :  Thou  that  brave  Man  ! 
Cha.  Is  there  no  Shame,  no  Modefty  in  Woman  ? 

Aur.  Thou  one  of  his  high  Rank  ! 

Dio.  Good  Gods !  What  ails  (he  ? 

Aur.  Generous,  and  Noble!  Fie,  thou  art  no  (uch  Perfon. 
Thou  art  a  poor  DalnMtia?z  Slave,  a  low  thing, 

Not  worth  the  Name  of  Roman,  Stand  oft',  further. 

Dio.  What  can  this  mean  ?  ^ 


Aur.  Come 
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Atn\  Come  hither,  my  Endytmon  , 

Come  fliew  thy  felf,  nnd  blefs  all  Eyes  look  on  yon. 

Dio.  Ha !  What  is  this? 

'  Aur.  Thou  fair  Star  that  I  live  by^ 

Look  lovely  on  me,  break  into  full  Brightnefs.  .  .  ' 
Here  is  a  Face  now  of  another  making,  . 

Another  Mould  5  here’s  a  Divine  Proportion  5  _ 

Eyes  fit  for  Ph(rb/0  felf  to  gild  the  World  with. 

Look  there,  and  wonder.  Now  behold  that  Fellow, 

That  admirable  Face,  cut  with  an  Ax  out. 

Dio.  And  do  you’  fpeak  this  truly  ?  :  -  i 

Cha:  She’s  mad,  and  you  muft  pardon  her. 

Dio.  By  Heaven,  (he  hangs  on  him  ! 

Cha.  Be  not  difturb’d,  Sir  5  ’tis  but  the  Fondnefs  of  her  Fit. 

Dio.  I  am  fool’d  5  and  if  I  fufFer  this - 

Cha.  Pray  be  pacifi’d  5  this  Fit  will  foon  be  off. 

Let  her  go,  Sir^  a  little  R-eft  will  bring  her  to  her  felf. 

Dio.  You,  Sir.  [Exit  Aurelia. 

Max.  Well,  Sir, 

Dio.  Bafe  as  thou  art,  how  durft  you  touch  that  Lady  ? 
Max  I  am  your  Kinfman,  Sir  5  no  fuch  bale  Fellow  : 

I  fought  her  not,  nor  had  I  any  reafon 
To  thruft  a  Princefs  from  me  5  twas  no  Manners, 

What  fne  bcftow’d  was  Courtefie,  and  I  thank  her. 

Dio.  Villain,  be  gone.  ' 

Max.  I. will 3  and  I  will  go  with  Glory  off. 

And  magnifie  my  Fate.  '  [Exit  Maximinian. 

Dio.  Good  Sir,  leave  me  l  am  a  Trouble  to  my  felf  now. 
Cha.  I  am  forty  for’t,  and  hope 
You’ll  find  it  but  a  Womans  Fit  to  try  you. 

Dio.  It  may  be  fo. 

Into  what  mifery  has  Fortune  brought  me,  [Exit  Charinus. 
And  how  long  muft  I  fufFer  ?  Poor  humble  Beings, 

Tho’  they  know  Want  and  Hunger,  know  not  thefe. 

Know  not  thefe  killing  Fates ;  A  little  ferves  ’em. 

And  with  that  little  they’re  content.  O  Flonour  ! 

How  greedity  Men  feck  thee  !  and  once  purchas’d. 

How  many  Enemies  to  Man’s  Peace  bring’il  thou  ? 


T he:T)rM^he  ihp  ^  v!i 
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Buffer  Delphia  a/zd  Drufilla. 

VVhen  I  prefumMir..  was  bleft  withTthis  fair  Woman,  .  . 

Del,  Behold  hint  mbWy  and  tell  me  how  thou  lik’ft  him. 
D/(?,  When  all  myf  Hopes,  weremp,  and  Fortune  ihew’d  me 
To  all  the  World,  the  Great^ft,  Happieff  Monarchy 
Then  to  be  cozeh’d,  to  be  cheated  bafely^i 
By  my  own  Rinfraan  too  !  rihkill  tl^e  Villain.  . 

Blit  can  I  kill  her  Hate  too  ^  he  wooes  not  f  . 

She  feeks  him.  Shall  I  kill  an;  Innocent  >  ‘  ■  > 

Oh  Fortune!;  :  U  ■  J  1  :j  !•  .  J 

Could’ft  thonifind  none  tp  fool,  and  blow  like  Bladders,  . 
But  Kings,  and  their  Contents  ?  _ 

Del,  What  think  you  how,  Girl  ?  - 

Dr«.  Upon  my  Life, hJ  pity  his  niisfortune.  ,,  j-  \  , 

See  how  he  vyeeps  1.  IjCaippt  hold  my  Tears  now. 
jDe/.  Away,  Fool  5  ; 

He  muft  weep,  bloody  Tears  before  thourhaft  him. 

How  fare  you  noy^,  braye  Dioclefan  } 

For  lhame  !  tyr’d  with  your  Love?  Has  too. much  Pleafure 
Dull’d  your .  migh4:y  Faeulties  ?^  *  i  .  •  .  , 

D/o,  Art  thou  there,  •  •  .  ‘  • 

More  to  torment  me?  Dofl:  thou  come  to  mock  me^? 

Del.  I  do,  I  come  to  laugh  at  all  thy.  SufFeringSp^ 

I  who  have:  wrought  ’em,  come,  to  (corn  thy  Sorrows.;. 

I  told  thee  once,  this  is  thy  Fate,  this  Woman  , 

And  as  thou  ufeft  her,  fo  thou  (halt  prolpef. 

It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  Deftiny, 

Nor  flop  the  Torrent  of  thy  .Miferies.j  ,  ^ . 

Thou  who  didft  thmk  no  l^ower  could  epof^  thy  Pleafures, 
Shalt  find  a  Fate  above  thee.  .  ,  ,  . 

Drft.  Good  Aunt,  fpeak  mildly  5  behold, how  pitiful  he  looks. 

Dio.  I  find  and  feel  too,  that  I  am  miferable. 

_  ''  * 

Dd.  Thou  art,  mod  miferable. 

Dio.  And  didft  thqiytyv4^  ihis  Mifcfe^  ' 

Dd.  I  did,  and  will  purfiie  it. 

Dio.  O  flay,  and  have  fome  pity  :  Fair  DnifiHj^ 

Thou  that  haft  lov’d  me,  let  me  beg  of  thee, 

I  know  my  Suit  muftfeem  unjuft  to  thee, 

TO:*iiakethy  Love  the  means  to  lofe  it  felf ; 

>  \  '  G  '  Yet 
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Yet,  Oh !  have  pity  on  me. 

Dm.  I  will  have  pity. 

Dd.  Peace,  Child ,  tlus  foftnefs  may  become  thy  Love, 

But  <not  my  Anger  :  The  fame  Kindnefs  he  (hews  thee, 

The  fame  Anrdia  lliall  (liew  him,  no  farther  5 
■Nor  (hall  the  Wealth  of  all  his  Empire  change  this. 

Dio*  I  mud  fpeak  fair.  Lovely  young  Maid,  forgive  me  , 
Look  gently  on  my  Sorrows  5  you  can  grieve  too, 

1  fee  it  in  your  Eyes ,  and  thus  I  thank  you.  [Kricels. 

Dm.  Oh  Aunt !  now  I  am  bled  ! 

Dio.  Be  not  both  young  and  cruel.  Kneeling  I  beg  it  dilk 
Dm.  Rife,  Sir,  I  grant  it.  Now,  Aunt,  he  is  niy  own. 

'  E^ter  Aurelia. 

Del.  Thou  art  deceiv’d  5  not  yet,  Girl. 

Anr.  Oh  my  dear  Lord !  how  have  I  wrong’d  your  Patience  } 
How  wandredfrom  the  Truth  of  my  AfFedions? 

How  like  a  wanton  Fool,  (hunn  d  that  I  lov’d  mod  > 

But  you  are  full  of  Goodnels  to  forgive,  Sir, 

As  I  of  Grief  to  beg,  and  Sliame  to  take  it. 

Sure  I  was  not  my  felf  ^  fome  Dream  wrought  on  me. 

Or  drange  Illufion :  Can  you  pardon  it  ? 

Dio.  All  my  Delight  f ' 

My  LifeTl  with  more  pleafure  take  thee 

Than  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  Dream ,  for  certain. 

It  was  no  more. 

A^r.  Now  you  have  forgiven  me, 
ril  take  my  leave.  The  good  Gods  bleG  fuch  Goodnefs.  [Ex. An. 

Del,  You  fee  how  Kindnefs  profpers..  Be  fo  juft 
To  marry  my  DrnfiUa'-y  fee  then  what  Joys, 

What  Pleafures,  greater  than  tliis  Lady  can  beftow. 

Shall  always  wait  on  you. 

Dio.  I’ll  die  a  Dog  firft. 

Now  I  am  reconcil’d,  I  will  enjoy  her^ 

In  fpite  of  all  thy  Spirits,  and  thy  Witchcrafts. 

DeL  Thou  (halt  not,  Fool. 

Dio^  I  will,  old  doating  Devil. 

Look  thou  appear  no  more  to  crofs  my  Pleafures  i 
And  wert  thou  any  thing  but  Air  and  Spirit, 

My  Sword  ftiould  end  the  Difference.  [E^H  Diodes 

Dd. 


The  Trophetefs,  4' 

Del.  I  contemn  thy  Threats,  Come,  look  up^  Girl : 

The  Perjtofis  (hall  lay  art  Ambufh  for  ’em. 

And  they  (hall  fall  into  the  Net,  they  (hall. 

If  he  repent  not  foon,  I  have  a  Spell 

Shall  make  him  feel  on  Earth  the  Plagues  of  Hell.  £Exeuftt. 

The  End  of  the  Third  A&, 


AC  T  IV.  SCENE  L 

Scene  the  Great  Curtain. 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drufilla. 

Del.  done,  Drufilla^  the  great  Work  is  done  5 

I  Chartnm^  Maximinian^  Aurelia^ 

Are  all  the  Perfian  Monarch’s  Prifbners  5 
He  has  ’em  in  his  Power.  Now  fmile,  DrnfiUa. 

Dm.  Where  was  my  Diodes  when  this  was  done  ? 

Del,  Why  he  was  with  ’em  5  but  his  Pow’r  was  vain  } 

As  vain  as  all  the  Reffftance  he  could  make. 

They  bore  their  Pri(bners  off,  and  he  was  left - 

Dm.  How,  left !  Oh  do  not  torture  me  with  Doubt, 

But  tell  me  he  is  (afe,  and  tell  me  quickly. 

Or  I  (hall  dye  with  Fear. 

Del.  He  is  (my  Girl)  in  his  own  Army,  fafe  5 
Thou  (halt  behold  him  inftantly.  - 

Dru.  Lye  ftill,  my  trembling  Heart,  (ince  he  is  well. 

But  how  was  this  effeded  } 

Del,  I  made  the  Per  fans  lay  an  AmbuCh  for  ’em. 

Then  drew  ’em  from  the  Camp  to  take  the  Air, 

Attended  with  a  ftrong  andcholen  Guard. 

1  made  ’em  wander  at  a  Diftance  from  ’em. 

And  brought  ’ciii  where  the  Perjtans  lay  conceal’d, 

And  put  ’ein  in  their  power.  Then  Diodefian^ 

Calling  aloud  for  Succour  to  the  Guard, 

Soon  gave  ’em  the  Alarm,  and  made  ’em  fly 
With  all  the  Wings  of  Speed,  to  refcue  ’em 
Which  they  had  quickly  done,  had  I  not  rais’d 

G  2  AMift, 


AMift,'  whkhrhid  thQPer/Sf«//frQmitheir  .Sig}it^  ;  ^ 
Guiding  ’em  till  bo.ile/tia^iinPrifQaGiis  f  r.  -v.  ^  / . 
Here  comes  the  Btoperori  , ready  tpfhvirft,  ff. 

With  Anger  and  Oerpairy  jfor.tiySiPifgrace: 

Well  ftand  afidd,  andmai1kihin?.i;/j/, ,  ..  .  '  -  , .  ? 

When  Niger^  and  the,  reft  gf  ’em  ape  .gone. 

Well  fhew  our’felVes."'^^  * 

fc/ZeT  DTodefian,~Nrger,  Senators^  Guards  and: 
J  !  :;ySpldiei\f\  , 

Dio,  Talk  not  of  Comfort  5  I  have  broke  my  Faith, 
And  the  Gods  figMt-U'^nft.  Dn^jd 

Could  it  elfe  have  been 
In  Nature,  that  a-few-^tldak^  -vz-vd 

Could  (almoU:  in  my  Armies  fight^  have  forc’d. 

And  bore  iiv  XHcmfh/off^  AthatT'doV’cjyir  o  ci  ^  * 
Aly  Brother  and,Copaknermth«7Ehipiret’.'\-^\/\A 
The  Perfian  Prifoner^fai^id'm^ddyely  Mi  (iris  ,■ 

(A  Jewel  which  Tprii’d above'  my- Life'.]) 

Could  this  have  been,  and  I  want  'yiow.’r  to  refcuc  ,’em.,x 
If  the  Immortal  Gods  it  have!  provoked,  jd  ;  // 
Had  not  given  Spirit  to  tlief  .UndeKa:kef$v  '  -.[I  Ul  .  rd 
And  in  their  bold  Defigri  prote^ed  ’em't^  r  ^  ,  ’ 

JSfigi  Great  C^far^^./.  i  .  •  '  .  ;  J 

Your  fafety  does  coiifirm  you  are,  their  Care  5 
And  that  howe’re  their  Praftices  reaeh  jo.th.e,i?s,j , ;  i.f  0 
You  (land  abovb  their/. Malice.rd  nr  .  hiO  vrCy  i  I  \ 
I  Gn.  Do  but  lead  us  on!,  i  {■  '.  \  i.  ' 

With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  Courage  ,  . 
Which  waited  bravely  on  you,  when .  you  appear  d , 
The  Son  of  Conquefb’y  .you  (hall  iee  u3Tori;;e  ;[  ;  ;■ 

(Tho’  all  the  Eneniies.bf  the  foft  cgnlpire;  n/y  - 
AgainO:  your  Undertakings)  the  proud  Pe/fian^ 

Out  of  his  ftrongeft  Hold.  ,  . 

Dio.  You  give  me,  Fellow-Soldiers,  a  new  Life  3 
And  tho’  (for  fonie  great  Sin)  I.am  markt  put  ;  ,  . 
The  Objed  of  Heaven’s  Hate  3  tho),  Jp  ve  flood  ready 
To  dart  his  threefold  Thunder  Pn  my  Head, 

It  could  not  fright  me  from,  a  fierce  Purfuit 
Of  my  Revenge.  I  will  redeem  my  . Friends, 
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And  with  my  Friends,  hiy  Honour ,  at  leaft  fall, 

Fall  like  my  felf,  a  Soldifer,  and  a  Reman. 

Nig.  Now  we  hear  great  Dioclefian  fpeak. 

Dio.  Draw  up  your  Legions. 

And  let  it  be  your  care  (my  much  lov’d  Niger'^ 

To  haften  their  remove.  And  fellow  Soldiers, 

Your  love  to  me,  will  teach  you  to  indure, 

As  much  as  I  (hall,  and  I  ask  no  more. 

I  Gua:  Die  he  accurft, 

Who  thinks  of  reft,  or  fleep,  before  he  has 

The  Rerfians  in  his  view.  ,  .  .  ■ 

Nig.  We  know  the  Honour, 

The  Dignity  of  Rome.^  and  what’s  above 
All  can  be  urg’d  5  the  quiet  of  your  Mind,. 

Depends  upon  our  hafte.  .  ■  .. 

AH.  Happineft,  and  glorious  Vidory  attend  great  Q^far. 

•  ■  [^Exeunt  all  but  Diocleftan. 

Dio.  The  chearfulnefs  of  my  Soldiers,  gives  affiirance 
•Of  good  fuccefs  abroad,  if  firft  1  make 
My  Peace  at  homeher€  5  there  is  fomething  ^hides  me, 

And  fharply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  Faith, 

To  Delphi a^  and  .  is  the  ground 

Of  my  misfortunes  5  fhe  was  my  better  Angel, 

And  thus  I  do  invoke  her.  .  All-knowing  Delphi  a  / 

Thou  more,,  much  more  than  Woman,, 

Look  on  thy  Creature. 

And  as  thou  twice  haft  pleas’d  to  drew  thy  (elf 

To  reprehend  my  falfliood  ^  now  vouchlafe 

To  fee  my  low  f  ibmiftion.  |^Del.  and  Druf.  Jhevp  themfelves. 

Del.  Whafs  thy  will  ?  . 

Falfe,-  and  ungrateful  (and  in  that  deferving 
All  human  forrows)  dar’ft  thou  hope  from  me, 

Relief,  or  Comfort  ? 

Dio.  Penitence  can  appeafo 
Th’  offended  Pow’rs  5  and  Sacrifice  takes  off 
Their  heavy  Angers  5  thus  I  tender  both. 

The  Mafter  of  great  Rome  :  and  in  that  Lord 
Of  half  the  Sun  gives  heat,  and  being  to, 

Thus  fues  for  Mercy.  Be  but  as  thou  wert, 

The  Bark,  and  Pilot  of  my  future  Fortunes, 

And 
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And  once  more  fteer  my  Aftions  to  the  Port 
Of  glorious  Honour  5  then  if  I  fall  off, 

Or  break  my  Faith  again  to  this  fweet  Virgin, 

Join  with  thofe  Powers -who  punilh  Perjury, 

To  make  me  an  example,  to  deter 
Others  from  being  falfe. 

Druf.  Upon  my  Soul, 

'  You  may  believe  him  now :  he  ne’re  propos’d 
Ought  but  what  s  Noble  to  me  5  he  only  tryM 
How  I  could  bear  unkindneft.  I  (ee  truth 
Triumphant  in  his  forrow.  Deareft  Aunt, 

Both  credit  him,  and  help  him.  Sure  you  can’t. 

You  can  t  deny  us  both,  when  we  thus  Pleads 
Thus,  on  our  Knees,  we  both  implore  your  Pardon, 
Your  Favour,  and  Afliftance. 

Dio.  How  happy  had  I  been,  had  Ine’relookt, 
Beyond  this  abftrad  of  all  Womans  goodnels ! 

Del.  Rife  both, 

I  know  you  are  fincere,  and  I  forgive  you  : 

But  had  you  perfever’d  in  your  Ingratitude, 

I  had  purfu  d  you  with  fuch  dreadful  torments. 

That  Life  it  (elf  had  been  a  burthen  \to  you. 

Dio.  Could  you  have  added  to  this  Affliftion  7 
Del.  Yes,  much  more :  The  proud  Aurelia 
Should  have  receiv’d  the  (ame  Indignities 
She  had  impos’d  on  the  fair  Ferfian  Princels: 

Which  would  have  gaul’d  her  haughty  Spirit  (b. 

Till  Spite,  Rage,  and  Difpairhad  made  her  mad. 

And  kill  her  (elf. 

Dio.  And  I  had  been  the  cau(e  of  all  this  woe. 
Del.  I’ll  (hew  you  what  a  Noble  Monument 
You  would  have  rais’d  to  the  Memory  of  this  Princels. 


She  waves  her  Wand  thrice.  Soft  Mujick  is  heard.  Then 
the  Curtain  rifeSj  and  fiems  a  ftately  Tomb  :  Aurelia-^/Vg 
in  the  mtdjl  of  it.,  on  a  Sed  of  State. 

Del.  What  fiy  you  now,  my  Son  > 

Is  my  Art  to  be  contemn’d  } 

Dio.  Tis  Wonderful  ! 

Del.  Ap- 
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DeL  Approach  it  5  view  it  nearer. 

Dio,  Ha !  ’tis  the  real  Perfon  of  Aurelia  ! 

The  livelinels  of  her  Complexion  5 
The  biightnefs  of  thofe  all-commanding  Eyes 
Aflure  me ’tis  no  Vifion.  ’Tis  the  true, 

The  real,  living  Princefs. 

Del.  You  are  deceiv’d,  it  is  Illufion  all. 

Delphia  Jlamps^  and  it  yanifhes :  behind  it  is  feen  a  large 

Cupola,  Jupported  by  Termes  on  ^edejlals.  The  Trophe- 

tefs  waves  her  Wand,  the  Termes  leap  from  their  Tede- 

flails,  the  Building  falls,  and  the  Termes  avid  Cupola 

are  turn  d  into  a  Dance  4)f  Butterflies, 

r  - 

Dio,  Miraculous  I  ' 

Del.  Come  Son,  be  not  dejefted  5 
I  know  the  caufes  of  your  difcontent  5 
Know  you  believe  your  Fame  and  Honour  Puffers 
In  their  Captivity.  Hear  Dioclefian  5 
Defpife  me,  punifh  me  for  an  Impoftor, 

If  Fortune  waits  not  on  thy  Sword,  and  Victory, 

And  glorious  Viftory  attends  thy  Arms ! 

If  thou  redeem’d  not  all  thy  Friends,  and  haft  not 
Thy  mightieft  Enemies  at  thy  difpofal. 

Dio,  Now  you  revive  me. 

Del.  Yet  remember, 

When  you  are  rais’d  up  to  the  higheft  Point 
Of  human  Happinefs  5  fuch  as  move  beyond  it, 

Muft  of  neceflity  defcend :  think  on  it  5 
Remember  your  a  Man,  and  ufe thofe  Bleffings 
The  Gods  beftow,  with  moderation. 

Dio,  I  will. 

And  when  1  have  attain’d  this  Happinefs, 

Even  in  the  height  of  my  exalted  Glory  5 
Something  Ill  do,  fomething  fb  fingular, 

All  Monarchs  (hall  admire,  and  but  few  imitate. 

Del,  You  fhall  ne’re  repent  it. 

Dio,  Come  my  DrufiUa,  * 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  pray  for  my  fuccefs.  [Exeunt, 

Scene 
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Scene  a  Forejl. 

Enter  Niger,  Geta,  Guard,  ^(ndj  Soldiers. 


Nig,  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  to  the  War  ? 
When  the  whole  Body  of  the  Army  moves,  ‘  _ 

Is’t  not  a  glorious  fight? 

.x\Get.  ’Tis  a  fine  May-game.  ' 

But-VEating  and  Drinking  is  forbidden  in’t^ 
i  mean  with  leafurd  '  Wc  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  Boys  that  hafte  to  School ,  or  as 
We  carried  Fillt  to  the  City,  dare  flay  no  where. 

For  fear  our  Ware  fhould  ftink. 

I  That’s  the  neceflity  of  our  fpeedy  March.  ■ 
Get.  Sir,  I  love  my  eale  :  I  hope  a  Ca’ptain, 

(And  a  Gown’d  Captain  tooj  one  who  has  fate 
In  Furrs  upon  a  Scat  of  Judicatures. 

Reprefenting  the  Emperor)  may  be  difpenc’d  >vjth.;  .. 

I  tell  you,  and  do  not  mock  me,  when  I  was  Poor, .  . 

I  could  indure  like  others.  Cold,  and  Hunger; 5  , 

But  fince  I  grew  Rich,  let  my  Finger  ake,  ^ 

Or  feel  but  the  leafi:  pain  in  my  great’ Toe, 

Unlefs  1  have  a  Doftor,  my  own  Doctor  too,  -  • 

That  will  infure  my  Life  5  I  think';!  am  gone. 

Nig.  Come,  fear  not,  you  (hall  want  nothing.  ' 

I  Gua.  We  11  make  you  fight. as  you  were  mad. 

,  Get.  Not  too  much  of  fighting.  Friend  5 
It  is  thy  Trade,  thou  art  a  private  Soldier.  .  j  ^ 
We  Officers,  by  our  Places,  jTiuft  be  fine,  -  .  .  -i 

And  flrut,  and  make  a  noife,  get  all  we  can,  /  - 
But  fiill  be  careful  to  preferve  our  Carcafles. 

I  Gua.  You  aremiftaken^  you  mufl  kill  for,  Exercife, 
A  Dozen  or  two  a  Day.- i  ;  j  •  ,, 

Get.  Thou  talk’d  “  Jii  .  ;  i  - 
As  thou  wert  Loufing  thy  felf;  Kowever;f.' 

Ill  have  the  fear  of  Heaven  befoi^  my  Eyesj 
And  do  no  hurt,  •!  w\ariant  yoHb 
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And  humour  him  for  our  mirth  fake. 

I  Gua,  Come  Captain  5  now  we  are  near  the  Enemy,-  - 
You  (ball  have  fport  t  warrant  you,  and  quickly, 

Get»  Sport  do  you  call  it  > 

Knocking  out  one  anothers  Brains  a  fport? 

Deliver  me  !  - 

I  Gt(a,  Here’s  a  brave  Soldier  ! 

Nrg.  He’s  one  pleafes  the  Emperor  with  his  Folly, 

And  in  that  a  Wife  man,  and  a-  Valiant. 

I  Gua.  Nay  then  I  honour  him. 

Nrg.  March  on  I  (ay.  .  •  [Exeuu!: 

'  J  flat  Scene  of  Tents. 

Enter  Cofroe,  Caflana,  and  Perfians.  Charinus,  Maximinian, 
Aurelia  Frifoners  5  with  Soldiers.  A  Throne. 

Cof.  Now,  by  the  Ferfian  Gods,  mod  truly  welcome  5 
Encompaft  thus  with  Tributary  Rings 
I  entertain  you.  Lead  her  to  my  Throne, 

And  (eat  her  by  me.  Now,  bow  all  of  you. 

To  do  her  honour.  Ch  my  beft  Cajfana! 

Sifter,  and  Partner  of  my  Life,  and  Empire, 

Well  teach  you  to  forget  with  prefent  Pieafures,  ^ 

Yoiir  late  Captivity.  And  this  proud  Roman ^ 

That  us’d  thee  as  a  (lave,  and  did  difdain 
A  Princely  Ranfom  ^  (hall,  if  (he  repine. 

Be  forc’d  by  various  Tortures,  to  adore 
What  (he  of  late  contemn’d. 

Caf.  All  Greatnels  ever 
Attend  my  Noble  Brother.  Tho’  Ferfids  ftil’d 
The  Nur(e  of  Pomp,  and  Pride,  we’ll  leave  to  Rome 
Her  Native  Cruelty  :  For  know  Aurelia^ 

A  Roman  Princefs,  and  a  C^efars  Sifter : 

Tho’  late  like  thee,  a  Captive  3  I  can  forget 
Thy  barbarous  ufage.  And  tho’  thou  to  me 
(When  I  was  in  thy  power)  didft  (hew  thy  felf 
A  moft  infulting  Tyrannefs^  I  to  thee 
Will  prove  a  gentle  Miftris. 

H 
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Anr.  Oh  my  Stars  1 

A  Miftris  1  can  I  live  and  owe  that  name 
To  FleQi,  and  Blood  ?  I  was  born  to  command. 
Train’d  up  in  Soveraignty  5  and  I  in  Death 
Can  quit  the  name  of  Slave  :  fhe  ^vho*  fcorns  Life,, 
.May  mock  Captivity. 

Cha.  Roff/c^  will  be  Rome^ 

When  we  are  nothing  5  and  her  Pow’rs  the  fame 
Which  you  once  quak’d  at. 

Max.  Dioclefian  lives , 

Hear  it  and  tremble  ^  lives  (thou  King  of  Rerfta) 

The  Mafter  of  his  Fortune,  and  his  Honours : 

And  tho’  by  Devillilh  Arts  we  were  furpri^’d, 

And  made  the  prey  of  Magick,  and  of  Theft, 

And  not  won  Nobly  ^  we  (hall  be  redeem’d. 

And  by  a  Roman  War.  And  every  wrong 
We  fufFer  here,  (hall  be  return’d  with  Intereft, 

On  the  infulting  Doer. 

1  Per.  Sure  thcie  Remans  are  more  than  Men*. 

2  Per.  Their  great  Hearts  will  not  yield  5 
They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverle  Fate, 

Such  is  their  confidence. 

Co[.  Then  they  fhall  break. 

Why,  you  rebellious  Wretches,  dare  you  fiill 
Contend,  when  the  leaft  Breath,  or  Nod  of  mine, 
Makes  you  a  prey  to  Vulturs.  The  vain  name 
Of  Roman  Legions^  I  flight,  andTcorn. 

And  for  that  boafted  Bug-bear  Dhcle/an, 

Whole  Army  now  is  almoft  in  our  View, 

(That  you  prefume  on)  oh  were  he  the  Mafter, 

Of  Spirit  enough  to  meet  me  in  the  Field  5 
He  foon  (hould  find  that  our  Immortal  Squadrons,. 
Dare  meet  his  boldeft  Troops,  and  fcatter’em. 

As-  a  high  tow’ring  Falcon  on  her  ftretches 
Scatters  the  fearful  Fowl.  And  by  the  Sun, 

The  Moon,  the  Winds,  the  Nourifhers  of  Life, 
And  by  this  Sword,  the  Inftrument  of..  Death  5. 

Since  you  fubmit  not  humbly  to  our  Mercy, 

.But  yet  dare*hope  for  Liberty  by  force.. 

If  Dioclcpan  has  not  the.  Courage 
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Bravely  to  free  you  with  his  Sword  ?  all  flavery 
That  Cruelty  can  find  out  to  make  you  wretched 
Fall?  heavy  on  you.  »  ’ 

Max,  If  the  Sun  keeps  his  Courfe, 

And  the  Earth  bear  his  Soldiers  March,  I  fear  not. 

Cha,  Let  us  have  Liberty,  or  full  Revenge. 

Atr.  I ;  Liberty,'  or  Revenge.  Trumpet  foimdt. 

Enter  a  Perfian. 

Ver,  An  Officer  from  the  Roman  Camp, 

Defires  admittance  to  your  Majefty. 

Cof.  Admit  him. 

Enter  Niger.  v 

Now  {peak  thy  Mefifage  freely. 

My  great  Mafter, 

The  Lord  of  Rome^  (in  that  al]  power  is  fpoken^ 

Hoping  that  thou  wilt  prove  a  Noble  Enemy, 

And,  in  thy  bold  Refiftance,  worth  his  Gonquefi:  t 
Defies  thee,  Cofioe. 

Max,  There’s  Fire  in  this. 

Nig,  And  to  encourage  thee  to  meet  him  bravely. 

And  tug  for  Empire,  dares  thee  to  the  Field,  ' 

With  this  afiurance  j  if  thy  Sword  can  win  him  5 
Or  force  his  Legions  with  thy  Barbed  Horle, 

But  to  forfake  their  Ground  :  That  not  alone 
Wing’d  Vidory  (hall  perph  upon  thy  Tent  5 
But  all  the  Provinces,  and  Kingdoms  held 
By  Roman  Garifons  in  this  Eaflern  World, 

Shall  be  delivered  up,  and  he  himfelf. 

Acknowledge  thee  his  Sovereign.  In  return 

Of  this  large  offer,  he  asks  only  this  5 

That  till  the  doubtful  Dye  of  War  determine 

Who  has  moft  Power,  and  fliould  command  the  other. 

Thou  treat  thy  Noble  Prifoners  like  their  Births, 

And  not  their  prefent  Fortunes :  and  to  bring  ’em 
Guarded  into  thy  Tent  5  with  thy  beft  force. 

Thy  ableft  men  of  War,  and  thou  thy  felf 
Sworn  to  make  good  the  Places.  And  if  he  fiil 
,(Spight  of  all  oppofitton  thou  canft  make) 

Ha  da 
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In  his  own  PerfcMi  to  cutout  his  way,  .  . 

And  bring  ’em  fafely  off,  the  Pay  is  thine  5  r  V  '  , 

And  he,  like  thefe,  thy  Prifonei^ 

Cof.  Tho’  I  receive  this 

But  as  a  Romm  boaft  5  yet  I  embrace  it,  .  r’ 

And  love  the  fender  :  Tell  him  I  will  bring.  \  • 

My  Prifoners  to  the  Field,  and  without  odds 
Againft  his  (ingle  Force,  alone  defend ’em  v 
Or  elfe,  with  equal  Numbers  :  Tell  him  this, 
ril  give  the  Signal  inftantly.  Courage  brave  Princes, 

And  let  Pofterity  Record,  that  we  .  .  •,  Nig. 

This  memorable  Day  reftor’d  to 

That  Empire  of  the  World,  Great  Phillips  Son  ^ 

Ravilht  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  tcrJlome. 

And  this  our  comfort  be,  we  cannot  fall 

Inglorioufly,  (ince  we  contend  for  all.  \Px£itnh 

•  Pnter  Geta,  and  two  of  the  Guard,  '  ^ 

Get,  Acurfe  upon  your  Trade  !  if  ere  I  catch 
Thefe  Rogues  in  Rome^  I’ll  fwear  the  Peace  againft  ’em. 

Run  for  a  Surgeon  quickly,  or  I  faint. 

I  Gua.  Bear  up  man,  ’tis  but  a  (cratch. 

Get,  A  Cut  crofs  the  Coxcomb, 

■  Is  but  a  (cratch  with  you - Pox  o’  your  occupation  5  . 

Your  feurvy,  (cuffling  Trade,.  I  was  told  before 
My  Face  was  bad  enough  3  but  now  Hook  , 

Like  Bloody-bones,  and  Raw-head,  to  fright  Children  5 
I  am  for  no  ufe  el(e.  ' 

'  2  Gua.  Thou  (halt  fright  men. 

1  Gua.  Behold  how  terrible  you  look,  fee  your  Face 
In  the  Pummel  of  my  Sword., 

Get,  I  dye  !  I  am  gone !  oh  my  Tweet  Phifnorby  ! 

Rnter  Three  or  Four  Perlians. 

2  Gua,  They  come:  now  fight,  or  die  indeed. 

Get,  I  wiir  (cape  this  way. 

I  cannot  hold  my  Sword^  what  would  youhave^  '• 

A  maim’d  man  do  ?  .  .  '  " 

1  Gua,  Nay,  then  I  have  a  Goad  to  prick  you  forward.  Ox 
2.  Gi.a,  Fight  like  a  Man,  or  die  like  a  Dog. 


Get,  Shall 
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Get,  Shall  I,;  like  fall 
Among  my  Friends?  No  Mercy?  Et  tu  Brute  } 

Yon  fhall  not  have  the  Honour  of  my  Death  5 
ril  firft  fall  by  the  Enemy.  [_He  beats  off  the  Perfians. 

I  Gua,  Oh  brave  !  brave  he  plays  the  l^evil  now. 

Enter  Niger.  Alarm^ 

Nig,  Make  up  for  Honour  : 

The  Perfians  (brink,  the  Paflage  is  laid  opert  , 

Great  Dioclefian^  like  a  fecond  Mars^ 

Performs  more  than  a  Man  5  his  Shield  (luck  full 

Of  Perfian  Darts,  which  now  are  his  Defence 

Againft  his  Enemies  Swords,  ftill  leads  the  Way.  \Jllarms  con^ 

Of  all  the  Perfian  Forces,  one  ftrong  Squadron  timted. 

In  which  their  King  in  his  own  Perfon  fights,  / 

Stands  firm,  and  yet  nnrouted  5  break  thro’  that. 

The  Day,  and  all  is  ours. 

All,  Vidory,  Vidory.  [Exeunt  Jhouting,.  Then  a  Retreat, 

Scene  Tart  of  a  Wood  :  Beyond  it  large  Tents ;  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  a  T^yal  Tayilion  ;  through  it  is  feen  the  TrofpeEi  of 
a  Camp  at  a  great  dijlance.  - 

While  the  Song  is  '  finging^  Enter  in  a  Triumphal  manner^ 
Singers  and  Dancers^  Roman  Officers^  Dioclefian  Crown'd 
with  Laurel^  Ch2ix\xms^  Aurelia,  Maximinian,  Niger,  Geta, 
Guard,  Then  Cofroe,  Callana,  Perfian  Princes^  Prifoners^ 
guarded  by  Roman  Soldiers,  Delphia  and  Drufilla  at  4 
diftancci  * 

S  O  N  g; 

SOundj  Fame  thy  Brazen  Trumpet  found ; 

Sta}id  in  the  Centre  of  the  Uniyerfe^ 

And  call  the.  liftning  World  around.^ 

While  ipe  in  Tuneful  Sounds  rehearje^ 

!  In 
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In  Artful  Numbers y  and  melt  chojen  J^erfe^ 

Great  Dioclefian'^  Story. 

Let  all  rehearfe^ 

In  lofty  Verfe^ 

Great  Dioclefian’y  Glory. 

Sound  his  ^nowUy 
Advance  his  Crown 

Above  all  Monarchs  that  e* re  blejl  the  Earth. 

Oh  [acred  Fame, 

Embalm  his  Name, 

With  Honour  here^  and  Glory  after  Death. 

All  fing  his  Storjiiy 
^tfey  raife  his  Glory 

Above  all  Monarchs  that  ere  bleji  the  Earth.  '  ♦ 

Oh  Jacred  Fame, 

Embalm  his  NamCy  I 

Wnh  Honour  here^  and  Glory  after  Death. 


Dio,  I  am  rewarded  in  the  Viftory  j 
Your  Freedom  is  ten  thouiand  Triumphs  to  me. 

You  (Sir)  ihare  in  my  Glories,  and  Aurelia^ 

Unkind  Aurelia^  ftill  commands  the  Vidor.  ^  < 

Nephew,  remember  by  whofe  Gift  you  are  free. 

For  I  can  only  pity  you.  Nor  be  thou  forgot. 

My  firft  poor  Bond-man,  Geta  3  I  am  glad  t 

Thou  art  turn’d  a  Fighter. 

Get.  Twas  againft  my  will  5  but  now  I  am  content  with’ 

Cha.  Oh  Romans  !  Countrymen! 

'You  never  can  beftow  Honour  enough 
Upon  your  Emperor :  Think  on  new  Titles, 

Tranlcending  all  Example. 
l^ig.  We  will  have 

His  Statue  of  pure  Gold  let  in  the  Capitol  5 
And  be  that  bows  not  to  it  as  a  God, 

Forfeits  his  Head. 

Max.  1  (hall  burft  with  Envy  5  ^ 
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And  yet  thefe  Honours,  which  conferr’d  on  me, 

Would  raife  me  to  the  Clouds,  never  move  him. 

Dio.  Suppole  this  done,  yet  ftill  I  am  a  Man , 

And  all  thefe  Glories  you  would  heap  upon  me, 

Cannot  defend  me  from  a  (baking  Fever, 

Or  bribe  the  albdeftroying  Dart  of  Death, 

To  (pare  me  one  fhort  Moment. 

Shall  I  praife  Fortune  }  or  build  my  Happinefs 
On  her  uncertain  Favour,  that  yet  was  never 
Conftant  to  any  Man  ?  Should  my  Reafonfail, 

(As  Flattery  oft  corrupts  it)  here’s  an  Example, 

To  (hew  how  far  her  Smiles  are  to  be  trufted. 

The  Rifing  Sun^  this  Morning,  (aw  this  man 
The  Verfim  Monarch,  and  thole  Subjeds  proud 
Who  had  the  Honour  to  falute  his  Garment : 

And  yet,  e’r^  his  Diurnal  Progrels  ends. 

He  is  the  Scorn  of  Fortune  :  But  you’ll  fay. 

That  file  forfook  him  for  his  Cowardife, 

But  never  leaves  the  Bold.  Now  by  my  Hopes 
Of  Peace  and  Quiet  here,  I  never  met 
A  braver  Enemy.  To  (hew  how  much  I  honour  him. 

Great  Sir,  you  are  free,  your  Sifter,  all  are  free  s 
Enjoy  your  Empire,  Ranlbmlefs  return. 

Cof,  To  fee  this  Vertue, 

Is  more  to  me  than  Empire  5  and  to  be 
Orecome  by  you,  a  glorious  Vidory. 

Max,  Now,  in  the  Devil’s  Name,  what  means  he  next? 

Dio,  I  know  that  Glory 
Is  like  Alcides  Shirt,  if  ’tis  k^pt  on 
Till  Pride  has  mixt  it  with  ojir  Bloody  nor  can  we- 
Part  with  it  at  our  pleafu^l  Pull  it  off. 

It  brings  along  with  it  bo^n  Fleftiand  Sinews^ 

And  leaves  us  living  M<5nfters. 

Max,  Would  it  AVere 
My  turn  to  puf  it  on^  I’d  hazard  that. 

Dio,  No,  1II  not  be  forc’d 
Out  of  this  glorious  Caftle  5  uncompell’d 
I  will  furrender  it.  Let  it  fuffice, 

I  have  toucht  the  Height  of  Humane  Happineft, 

And  fix  here. my  Nou  ultra.  Hitherto 
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I  have  liv’d  a  Servant  to  ambitious -Thoughts, 
And  fading  Glories ,  my  B.emains  of  Life 
I  dedicate  to  Vertue^  and  to  keep 
My  Faith  untainted,  farewel  Pride  and  Pomp, 
All  Circumftance  of  glorious  Majefty, 

Farewel  for  ever.  ‘ 

Max,  What  follows  now  ? 


Dio.  Nephew,  1  have  noted, 

That  you  have  long,  with  envious  Eyes,  lookt  on 
My  flourifliing  Fortune  ,  you  fliall  have  pofleffion  ' 

Of  my  Felicity  5  I  deliver  up  -  ,, 

My  Empire,  and  this  Gem,  which  once  I  priz’d 
Above  it.  Hevc  Maximima?7^  take  her,  and  take  all; 

I  know  (he’s  not  averfe  to  it. 

Any.  I  gave  my  felf  by  a  folemn  Vow  to  you.  Sir  3 
Difpofe  of  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Dio.  Then  you  are  his. 

Noble  Charinm^  have  we  your  Confent  ?  .  • 

Cha.  I  am  fo  amaz’d,  I  know  not  what  to  lay, 

.Great  Sir,  difpbfe  of  me,  of  all. 

Dio.  You  are  too  gracious,  your  Approbation 
Is  all  I  beg  3  the  Soldiers  Love  I  doubt  not. 

His  Valour,  Gentlemen,  will  deferve  your  Favours, 
Which  let  my  prayers  further.  Now  all  is  yours : 

But  I  have  been  too  liberal,  and  given  that 
I  mull:  entreat  for  now. 

Max.  How  !  Was  I  flatter’d  with  imagin’d  Greatnels  > 
Am  I  become  your  Sport  ? 

Dio.  Miflake  me  not  3  ’tis  only  the  poor  Grange, 

The  Patrimony  which  my  Father  left  me, 

■’Tis  only  that  I  fue  for. 

Max.  ’Tis  yours,.  Sir,  all  the  plealant  Valley  round  it  3 
All  (hall  be  yours,  and  we’ll  attend  you  thither. 

Dio.  No,  Maxi  mini  an  ^  no  3 
I  have  taken  leave  of  Pomp  and  Ceremony. 

In  'R.omo  feek  Honour  and  Renown  3  I’ll  ftudy 
To  find  Content  elfewhere.  DilTuade  me  not  3 
My  Refolution’s  fixt :  And  now  Drufilla^ 

Being  as  poor  as  when  I  vow’d  to  make  thee 
My  Wife,  if  fince  thy  Love  has  fek  no  change, 
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I  am  ready  to  perform  it. 

Dm.  I  ftill  lov’d 

Your  Perfon,  not  your  Fortunes :  In  a  Cottage, 
Being  yours,  I  atp  an  Emprels. 

Del.  And  I’ll  make  the  Change  moft  happy. 
D/o.  Let  me  entreat 
Chari Maximmian^  and  Aurelia.^ 

To  fee  my  Vow  perform’d.  You  but  attend 
My  Glories  to  their  Urn.  Now  Maximinian^ 
O’re-run  the  World  ,  Let  me  my  felf  (ubdue  ; 
Give  me  Content,  and  take  all  Honour,  You. 


y 

I 

[Exeunt, 


End  of  the  Fourth  A^j, 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

^  / 

Scene  a  Wallace, 

Enter  Maximinian  and  Aurelia. 

Aur,  \  X  7  Hy  droops  my  Lord,  my  Love,  my  Life,  my  C^efar  .<? 

VV  Does  not  (with  open  Arms)  your  Fortune  court 
Rome  owns  you  for  her  Mafter  ^  I  my  felf  (you  ? 

Obey  you  as  my  Husband,  love  and  ferve  you. 

If  you  contemn  not  thele,  and  think  ’em  Curfes, 

I  have  no  other  Hope  nor  no  Ambition, 

No  Wilh  beyond  this  Happinels. 

Max.  Oh  my  Aurelia  ! 

Thou  Parent,  and  thou  Nurfe  of  all  my  Glories, 

And  Comfort  of  my  Life  5  I  had  better  liv’d 

Poor  and  obfeure,  and  never  reach’d  the  Top 

Of  this  great  Empire,  than  be  in  daily  danger  * 

To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almoft  as  foon 
As  I  have  reach’d  it.  '  / 

Anr.  Thefe  are  Pannick  Terrors 
You  falhion  to  your  felf.  Is  not  my  Brother 
(Your  Equal  and  Copartner  in  the  Empire) 

Vow’d  and  confirm’d  your  Friend?  the  Soldier  confiant ? 

Has  not  you  Uncle  Diockjian  taken 

I  His 
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His  Farewel  of  the  World?  What  then  difturbs  you 

Max,  The  Fear  I  am  not  fixt,  and  the  A.flurancc 
That  what  1  am  pofleft  of  ’s  not  my  own, 

But  ftill  depends  upon  another’s  Favour, 

For  nothing’s  more  uncertain  (my  Aurelia) 

Than  Power  that  ftands  not  on  its  proper  Bajis, 

Oh,  the  Foundation’s  Weak !  But  I’ll  be  plainer. 

I’ll  hide  no  Thought  from  you.  Is  not  the  Empire 
My  Uncle’s  Gift  >  and  may  he  not  refume  it 
Upon  the  leaft  Difraftc  ?  JDpes  not  Charinus 
Crofs  mein  my  Defigns?  And  what  is  Majefty, 
When  ’tis  divided  ?  Does  not  the  infolent  Soldier 
Call  what  1  have,  "fiis  Donative  ?  And  what  can  take 
More  from  our  Honour  ?  No,  (my  wife  Aurelia) 
m  to  you  am  more  than  all  the  World, 

As  fare  you  arc  to  me  5  if  we  defire 
To  be  fecurc,  we  muff  be  Abfolute, 

And  know  no  Equal. 

When  we  are  obey’d  for  Fear,  and  not  Entreaty, 
Then  we  are  fafe. 

Aur,  Yonr  Mother  brought  you 
Into  the  World  an  Emperor :  You  perfuade 
But  what  I  would  havecounfel’d.  Nearnefs  of  Blood, 
Refped,  Piety,  and  Gratitude^ 

And  all  the  Holy  Dreams  of 'Vertuous  Fools, 

Muft  vanifti  into  Nothing,  when  Ambition 
(The  Maker  of  great  Minds,  and  Nurfe  of  Honour) 
PutS'in  for  Empire  :  Then  you  muff  forget 
Yonr  limple  Uncle,  think  he  was  the  Maher 
(In  being  once  an  Emperor)  of  a  Jewel 
Whofe  Worth  and  Ufehe  knew  not.  For 
(No  more  my  Brother)  if  he  be  a  Stop 
To  your  Dofigns,  he  is  to  me  a  Stranger, 

And  fo  to  be  remov’d. 

Max,  Thou  rhore  than  Woman, 

Thou  Mafctiline  Greatnefs, 

Oh  how  I  glory  in  thee  1  Thofe  Great  Women 
Antiquity  is  proud  of,  when  thou  art  nam’d. 

Shall  be  no  more  remembred.  Be  but  conffant, 
And  thou  (halt  fhine  among  thofe  lefcr  Lights 
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To  all  Pofterity  like  another  Phaky 
And  be  ador'd  as  (he  is. 


Enter  Charinus,  Niger,  and  Guards, 

Aur,  Here’s  Charinus^  with  Anger  on  his  brow. 

Max.  Let  him  ftorm, 

And  you  (hall  hear  me  thunder. 

Cha.  He  difpofe  of 

My  Provinces  at  his  pleafure,  and  confer 
Thofe  Honours  (which  are  only  mine  to  give) 

Upon  his  Creatures ! 

Nig.  Mighty  Sir,  aferibe  it 
To  his  aliiirance  of  your  Love  and  Favour, 

And  not  to  Pride  or  Malice. 

Cha.  No,  good  Niger^ 

Courtefie  (hall  not  fool  me  5  he  (hall  know 
.1  lent  a  Hand  to  raifehim,  and  will  defend  him 
While  he  continues  Good  :  But  the  (ame  Strength, 

If  Pride  makes  him  ufurp  upon  my  Right, 

Shall  (Irikehim  to  the  Center.  You  are  well  met.  Sir. 

Alax.  That’s  as  you  pleaie  to  make  it.  Sir,  I  hear 
That  you  repine,  and  think  your  felf  much  wrong’d, 
Becauie,  without  your  Leave,  I  have  bellow’d 
The  Gallian  Pro-Confulfhip  upon  ' 

A  Follower  of  mine. 

Cha.  ’Tis  true  ,  and  wonder  you  durfl  attempt  it. 

Max.  Durft,  Charinus  ! 

Cha,  Durft,  Alaximinian  ,  • 

Again  I  fpeak  it.  Think  you  me  fo  tame, 

So  heavy,  and  unadive,  to  (it  down 

With  fuch  Difhonour?  But  recal  your  Grant,  - 

And  (peedily  5  or  by  the  Roman  Gods, 

It  quickly  (hall  be  try’d  who  has  moft  Power 
In  Romcy  and  in  the  Empire. 

Max.  Thou  haft  none. 

But  by  Permiftion.  Alas !  poor  Charinm^ 

Thou  Shadow  of  an  Emperor,  I  fcornthee,  ' 

Thee,  and  thy  Ghildi(h  Threats.  The  Gods  appoint  Kim 
The  abfolute  Difpofer  of  the  Earth 
Who  has  the  (harped  Sword  :  I  am  fare,  Charinus.^ 


Thou 
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Thou  wear’ft  too  dull  a  one.  When  cruel  Aper 
Had  kill’d  Numeriatius^  thy  Brother, 

(An  Aft  that  would  have  made  a  trembling  Coward 
Ac  daring  as  Alcidcs')  thy  poor  Fear  / 

Made  thee  wink  at  it :  Then  rofe  up  my  Uncle, 

(The  Honour  of  the  Empire,  and  of  Rome) 

Againft  the  Tray  tor,  and,  amidfk  his  Guards,,  ^ 
PuniQi’d  the  Treafon.  This  bold  daring  Aft  '• 
Got  him  the  Soldiers  Suffrages  to  be  Cdefar  ^ 

And  howfoever  his  too  gentle  Nature 
Allow’d  thee  the  Name  only,  as  his  Gift, 

I  challenge  the  Succeffion. 

Chcu  Thou  art  cozen’d. 

When  the  Receiver  of  a  Courtefie 
Cannot  fuftain  the  Weight  it  carries  with  it,, 

Tis  but  a  Trial,  not  a  confirm’d  Aft. 

Thou  hah  in  thofe  few  Days  of  thy  fliort  Reign 
Sham’d  Noble  Dioclefan^  and  his  Gift : 

Nor  doubt  1,  when  he’s  once  rightly  inform’d 
How  milch  the  Glorious  Roman  Empire  groans 
Under  thy  Tyranny,  but  he  will  forfake 
His  private  Life,  and  once  again  refume 
His  former  Majefty.  Then  doubt  not,.  Soldiers, 

But  that  this  Mufhrcom,  fprung  up  in  a  Night,, 

Shall  as  foon  wither.  And  for  you,  Anrelia^ 

If  you  efteem  my  Honour,  or  your  own, 

Fly  from  a  certain  Ruin.  So  farewel. 

E  re  long  you  fliall  hear  more.  [_Ex.  Charinus,  Niger^ 
Aur.  Are  you  ftruck  dumb. 

That  you  make  no  Reply  > 

Max.  My  Life,  111  do, 

And  after  talk.  I  will  prevent  their  Plots, 

And  turn  ’em  on-  their  own  accurfed  Heads.- 
My  Uncle  !  Shall  I  live  in  fear  of  him  } 

Shall  Juftice,  Piety,  or  Gratitude, 

Stop  my  Ambition  in  its  full  Careere  } 

No,  he  who  would  a  mighty  Empire  fway, 

Muft  level  all  that  flops  him  in  his  Way. 


Gnards* 


{_ExeunU 
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Scene  A  long  Walk  in  the  7niddle  of'U  great  Wood  ^  at  the 
farther  end  is  a  Trof^eEl  of  DioclefianV  Grange  in  a 
delightful  Valley. 

Enter  Two  or  Three  Countrymen. 

1  CoH,  Doll:  think  this  great  Man  will  continue  with  us  ? 

2  Cou.  Continue  ?  yes,  what  elfe  5  he  has  bought  the  great 
And  all  the  Grounds  about  it,  all  the  Woods  too  5  (Farm, 
And  ftockt  it  like  an  Emperor. . 

I.  Con.  But  hark  ye,  *  -  i 

We  mull:  not  call  him  Emperor. 

2  Cou.  That’s  all  one. 

He  is  the  King  of  good  Fellows,  that’s  no  Treafon  5 
And  fo  I’ll  call  him,  tho’  I  be  hang’d  for’t. 

1  Cou.  Now  all  our  Sports  again,  and  all  our  Gatlibols  5 
Our  Songs,  and  Evening  Dances  on  the  Green. 

2  Cou.  Ay,  ay  5  he  (hall  have  Songs,  if  that  will  pleafe  him:> 

Well  bawl  mofl  fearfully.  ^ 

1  Cou.  We  muft  all  be  Fine,  and  Neat. 

On  goes  my  Ruflet  Jerkin  with  blue  Buttons. 

2  Cou.  And  my  green  Breeches  I  was  married  in. 

Well  be  all  Handfbm  too,  and  wafh  our  Faces. 

Neighbour,  I  fee  a  remnant  of  March  Dufl: 

That's  hatch’d  into  your  Chaps :  Go  to  the  Barbers, 

And  mundefie  your  Muzzel. 

Enter  Geta. 

Cou.  It  fliall  be  done  ;  But  who  comes  here  ? 

2  Cou.  No  doubt  ’tis  fonie  great  Man. 

1  Cou.  Let  us  be  civil  then,  and  fhew  our  Breeding. 

Heaven  blefs  your  Worfhip. 

2  Cou.  Your  Greatnefs,  or  your  Mightinefs,  what  you  pleaie. 

Get.  Thanks  my  good  People.  (Sir. 

Stand  off,  and  know  your  Duties.  A«  I  take  it. 

You  are  the  labouring  People  of  the  Village, 

That  Plow,  and  Sow  ^ .  keep  Sheep - Stand  farther  off  yet. 

And  mingle  not  with  my  Authority, 

I  am  too  mighty  for  your  company. 

1  Cou, 
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1  Con.  We  know  it.  Sir,'  and  we  defire  your  Worlhip - 

2  Con.  Your  Honour,  t’ool - 

I  Con.  Your  Honour,  Fool,  to  talte  a  little  notice  of  us, 

And  recommend  us.  Sir,  to  our  new  Landlord. 

And  it'  our  Country  Sports*  can  pleafe  him,  Sir. 

Get.  For  your  Sports  (niy  Friends)  they  may  be  feen. 

Yes,  out  ot  the  abundance  of  my  Wifdom 
And  Favour,  when  they’re  ready.  I’ll  behold  ’em. 

-You  (tare  upon  me,  Friends,  as  if  you  knew  me. 

Tis  true,  1  have  been  a  Ralcal  as  you  are  : 

A  Fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark, 

Juft  filch  another  piece  of  Dirt,  fo  fathion’d. 

But  Time,  that  purities  all  things  of  merit. 

Has  fet  another  Stamp  on  me?  Come  nearer. 

And  be  not  fearful  p  I  take  off  my  Auftcrity. 

Now  know  me  ior  the  great  and  mighty  Steward 
Under  this  Man  of  Honour 
A//.  We  all  ackn>wi  '  . 

Get.  He  was  a  kuiu- ^  .  •  :Ur  .i  once  like  me. 

Or  little  better,^  but  that  mu  ft  be  lorgot  too. 

Take  notice  now,  y’ar^- all  of  ye  my  Vaiials. 

I  can,  as  I  think  fit,  ditpofe  of  you  5 

Can  blow  you,  and  your  Cartel  out  o’  th’  Country.  • 

But  fear  me,  and  have  favour.  Come  along  with  me. 

And  I  will  hear  your  Songs,  and  perhaps  like  ’em. 

I  Con.  I  hope  you  will.  Sir. 

Get.  ’Tis  not  a  thing  impoffible. 

Perhaps  I’ll  ling  my  felf,  the  more  to  grace  you. 

And  if  I  like  your  Women.  ^ 

*2  Con.  Weil  have  the  beft.  Sir,  young  handfom  Girls; 

Get.  The  handfomer,  the  better. 

You  may  bring  your  Wives  too,  ’twill  be  all  one  charge  to  ye: 
For  [  muft  know  your.  Families. 

^//.  ,You  (hall,  Sir. 

Delphia. 

Del.  'Tis  well  my  honeft  Friends,  I  know  y  are  hatching 
vSome  pleafurnble  Sports  for  your  great  Landlord. 

Fill  him  with  Joy,  and  Pleafure^  win  him  to  ye, 

And  make  his  little  Grange  feem  a  large  Empire, 

Full  ^ 
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Fall  of  all  fvveet  content.  Thus  win  his  favour. 

Which  daily  (hall  be  (hovvYd  upon  you  all. 

Get,  Will  you  lend  us  a  Devil  to  play  Gratis  > 

Fidlers  are  very  chargeable. 

Del.  I,  J,  any  thing ,  and  Bag-pipes  that  fhall  play  alone. 
Get.  I  thank  you. 

.Come  follow  me  5  and  get  all  ready  inftantly.  {_Exeu/it. 

Del.  Do,  and  when  you  are  prepared,  come  hither  Friends, 
You’ll  find  him  in  this  Grove. 


E?itcr  Diodes,  Drufilla. 

Dia.  Come,  my  DruftUa^ 

The  Partner,  maker  of  my  Happinefi. 

I  hope  now  you  believe  me  ? 

Druf.  Yes,  and  dare  allure  you, 

1  am  moft  happy,  if  you  think  your  felf  fo. 

Dio.  I  am,  my  fweet. 

I  fvvear  to  thee,  I  find  now  by  experience, 

Content  dwells  not  in  Courts. 

Drnf.  Walk  on.  Sir, 

The  Grove  is  cool,  the  gentle  Breeze  refrefhing. 

Dw.  Oh  my  Drufilla.^ 

When  Man  has  caft  off  his  ambitious  Greatneff  5 
Retir’d  into  the  Iweetneff  of  hirafelf. 

Built  hrs  Foundation  upon  honeft  Thoughts, 

Not  great,  but  good  Defires,  his  daily  Servants, 

How  quietly  he  Oeeps !  how  joyfully 
He  wakes  again,  and  looks  on  his  Pt^ffeffions, 

And  from  his  willing  Labours  feeds  with  Pleafure  1 
Here  hang  no  Comets  in  the  fhapesof  Crowns, 

To  threaten  our  contents.  Nor  here,  DruJiUa^ 

Cares,  like  Eclipfes^  darken  our  endeavours^ 

Driff.  I  am  glad  you  make  the  right  ufe  of  this  fw'eetnefi. 
This  homely,  but  this-  innocent  retiredneff. 

Dio.  ’Tis  fweet  indeed, 

And  every  circumffance  about  it,  (hews  it. 

How  liberal  is  the  Spring  in  every  place  ? 

The  Artificial  Court  feems  but  a  Shadow, 

A  painted  imitation  of  this  glory. 

How  fweet  the  Flow ’rs  fmcll  I  here’s  Nature  in  perfedion.  . 
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Let  all  the  Perfumes  in  the  Empire  pafs  this, 

The  charmingTt  Ladies  Cheek,  fhew  fuch  a  Colour  5 
Here,  in  fweet  poverty,  dwells  noble  Nature. 

And  every  thing  we  add,  Adulterates  her. 

What  Mufick’s  this  ?  ^  [Pipes  wHhin, 

Del.  You  (hall  want  no  Delights  to  entertain  you  5 
Your  Country  Neighbours  (Sir)  are  come  to  welcome  you,  ^ 
To  fhew  their  honeft  Sports  5  pray  grace  ’em.  Sir. 

A  King  fliall  never  feel  your  Joy.  Sit  down  Son. 

•  Enter  Countrymen^  and  Women they  Dance  :  Before  "tis  half 
finifljd  Delphia  interrupts  *em. ' 

Del.  Hold,  hold,  leave  off  a  while. 

Dio.  What  ail  you  Mother?  you  look •  pale,  and  tremble. 
DeL  No,  I  am  only  careful  bf  your  fafety. 

Be  not  difturb’d  my  Son,  fit  down  again. 

And  now,  finifn  your  Dance. 

Enter  Maximinian,  Aurelia,  and  Soldiers.  They  fland  at  .t 
dijlance  till  the  Dance  is  finiJE^d. 

Del.  Do  you  fee  that  mighty  Man  ? 

Be  not  amaz’d,  but  let  him  do  his  worft. 

Max.  How  confident  he  fits  amongft  his*  Pleafures ! 

And  what  a  chearful  Colour’s  in  his  Face ! 

And  yet  he  fees  me  too,  the  Soldiers  with  me. 

Aur.  What  you  have  refblv’d  to  do,  do  fpeedily, 

And  then  you  are  an  Emperor.  -  ^ 

Max.  I  will. 

Dio.  My  Royal  Coufin,  how  I  Joy  to  fee  you  5 
You,  and  your  lovely  Emprefs ! 

Max.  I  am  not  come  to  furfeit. 

With  thefe  poor,  Clownifli  Pleafures  ^  but  to  tell  you, 

I  look  upon  you  like  my  Winding-flieet, 

The  Urn  to  all  my  greatnefs  5 

For  whilft  you  are  alive - 

Dio.  Alive  my  Coufin  ? 

Max.  I  fay  alive,  I  am  no  Emperor  5 
I  am  nothing  but  my  own  difquiet.  '  ' 

D/<7.'How,  Sir? 

Max.  Tis  true.  Sir,  the  Soldiers  doat  on  you. 

I  would 


^5 


I  would  fain  fpare  you  5  but  my  own  fecurity 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  are  my  Uncle, 

Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  me  C^far. 

For-  whilft  you  are  remenlbred,  I  am  deQ)is’d. 

Del.  Fear  nothing. 

Dio.  Did  1  not  chufe  this  Poverty,  to  raile  you  ? 

I  gave  that  Royal  Lady  to  your  Arms, 

Bleft  you  with  her  bright  Beauty !  Gave  the  Soldier, 

The  Soldier  that  hung  to  me,  fixt  him  to  you.  ^ 

Gave  you  the  Worlds  command. 

M^x.  This  (hall  not  help  you. 

Dio,  Hear  once  for  all,  and  then  confider  wifely, 

Place  round  about  my  Grange  a  Garrifon, 

And  if  I  offer  to  exceed  my  Limits, 

Or  ever  in  my  common  Talk  name  Emperor,  ^ 

Or  look  for  Adoration,  nay  for  Courtefie,  . 

Above  the  Days  Salute. 

Max.  This  will  not  ferve.  Soldiers,  difpatchhim  inftantly. 
And  all  the  Treafurethatl  have-—  [Thunder  afid  Lightning. 

I  Sol.  The  Earth  (hakes ! 

We  totter  up  and  down,  we  cannot  (land.  Sir. 

Methinks,  the  Mountains  tremble  too  ! 

2.  Sol.  How  thick  the  Flalhes  come  !  we  (hall  be  burn  d  all. 
Del.  Fall  on  Soldiers. 

You  that  fell  innocent  Blood. '  Fall  on,  and  bravely. 

Sol.  We  cannot  ftir. 

Del.  You,  Sir,  you  have  your  Liberty, 

So  has  this  Lady  too.  Why  don’t  you  do  it  ? 


[_A  Hand  with  a  Flaming  Bolt  in  it 
appears  over  their  Heads. 


Are  you  amaz’d  ?  Look  ’ore  thy  Head  Maximinian., 
Read  there  the  Will  of  Heaven.  Nay  cruel  Lady,  . 
You  have  your  (hare  in  it  too.  What  fay  you  now.^ 

V  Does  all  your  Glory  quake  ? 

Aur.  Oh  it  (hakes  dill ! 

Max.  And  dreadfully  it  threatens. 

We  acknowledge.  Sir,  our  bafe  and  foul  intentions  5 
And  faults  confefs’d,  they  fay,  are  half  forgiven. 

By  your  old  Love,  the  Blood  that  runs  bet  ween  us.— — 
/iur.  By  that  Love  you  once  bare  me  5  by  that,  Sir, 
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This  blefTed  Lady  now  enjoys !  Ob,  Madatn, 

Speak  for  ns,  or  we  arc  loft  for  ever. 

Driif.  Oh  fear  Him  not,  he  is  all  goodnefs  Lady  5 
He  has  no  Pride,  no  Malice,  no  Revenge. 

He’s  pitiful  as  a  forgiving  God.  Hand  is  taken  in. 

,Dw.  Rife  Madam  ^  rife  my  Coufin,  I  forgive  yon. 

Great  as  you  are,  injoy  your  Greatnefs  flill, 

While  I  place  all  my  Empire  in  content. 

Once  mere  I  give  you  all,  leanl  to  deferve  it, 

And  henceforth  ftudy  Jufticc,  more  than  Greatnefs. 

My  poor  Houfe  is  not  fit  to  entertain  you. 

But  filch  a  hearty  Welcome  as  a  poor  Man 

And  his  true  Love  can  make  you,  and  your  Emprefs, 

You  freely  (hall  command. 

Aur.  Oh,  Sir,  it  is  enough  j 
We  fliall  enjoy  all  Riches  in  your  Goodnefs. 

Sol.  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Diode  fan. 

Dio.  I  thank  you  Soldiers,  and  forgive  your  rafhnefs. 

And  Royal  Sir,  long  may  they  honour  you. 

Now  Mother,  can  you  treat  an  Emperor  ? 

Del.  Yes,  Sir,  and  like  himfelf. 

He  fliall  be  entertain’d  as  Nobly, 

As  if  he  were  in  Rome  5  my.  Art  fhall  fail  me  elfe. 

Sit  down,  andtruft  to  me.  ft  <dl. 

s. 

The  MASQ^UE. 

.  ^  A  Prelude.  Enter  Cufii  and  Sings. 


Cup.  Nymphs  and  the  Fawns  from  the  Woods. 

They  call  within. 


With.  Tl?e  Nymphs,  ^c. 

Cup.  Call  th  Naides,  and  Gods  of  the  Floods. 

With.  The  Naides,  <!^c. 

Cup,  Call  Flora,  and  Comus. 

With  Flora^  ft 

V  CvipM 
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Cup.  Silenus,  md  Momiis, 

With.  Silenus,  <pc,- 

Cup.  Call  Bacchus,  and  his  7mrry  merry  Fellows^ 

^With,  Bacchus, 

Cup.  Silvanus,  and  Ceres,  and  Tellus. 

With.  Silvanus, 

Cup.  All  leaye  for  a  while  their  Abodes, 

With.  AllleayCy  3cc, 

Cup.  Let  the  Graces  j  and  Tleafures  repair^ 

With  the  Youthful^  the  Gay^  the  Witty ^  and  Fair. 

May  all  harmlefs  DelightSy 
Happy  DaySy_  and  kind  TSLi^hts^ 

For  eyer  attend  this  hlejl  Fair. 

Enter  a  (Bachanalian^  and  a  Sihan^  and  fing  the 
following  Song  in  Two  Parts. 

CO?7ze,  come  away^ 

No  delay^ 

Come  away. 

All  hpw  Yis  his  ipilly 
TImi  all  Jhetp  their  skilly 
To  grace  Loyes  Triumphing  Day, 

While  ,a  Symphony  is  Playing,  a  Machine  defcends, 
fo  large,  it  fills  all  the  Space,  from  the  Frontifpiece  of 
the  Stage,  to  the  farther  end  of  the  Houfe  j  and  fixes 
it  felf  by  two  Ladders  of  Clouds  to  the  Floor.  In  it 
are  Four  feveral  Stages,  reprelenting  the  Pallaces  of 
two  Gods,  and  two  Goddeffes :  The  nrft  is  the  Pallace 
of  Flora ;  the  Columns  of  red  and  white  Marble, 
breaking  through  the  Clouds ;  the  Columns  Fluted  and 
Wreath  d  about  with  all  forts  of  Flow  rage  5  the  Pcde- 
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llais  and  Flucings  inrich  d  with  Gold.  The  Second  is, 
The  Pallace  or  the  Goddefs  Tomona^  the  Columns  of 
blue  Marble,  wound  about  with  all  kind  of  Fruitage, 
and  inriclf  d  with  Gold  as  the  orher.  The  Third  is, 
The  Pallace  of  ^acchips^  the  Columns  of  green  Marble, 
Wreath’d  and  Inrich’d  with  GolcT,  with  Clufters  of 
Grapes  hanging  round  ’em.  The  laft  is  the  Pallace  of 
the  Sun,-  it  is  lupported  on  either  Side  by  Rows  of 
TermSj  the  lower  part  white  Marble,  the  upper  part 
Gold.  The  whole  Objedl:  is  terminated  with  a  glow- 
ins  Cloud,  on  which  is  a  Chair  of  State,  all  of  Gold, 
the  Sun  breaking  through  the  Cloud,  and  making  a  Glo¬ 
ry  about  it  :  As  this  defcends,  there  rifes  from  under 
the  Stage  a  plealant  Profpedt  of  a  Noble  Garden,  con¬ 
fiding  of  Fountains,  and  Orange  Trees  fet  in  large 
Vafes :  the  middle  Walk  leads  to  a  Pallace  at  a  great 
didance ,  At  the  fame  time  Enters  Sihanus^  (Bacchus^ 
FlorUj  BomonUy  Gods  of  the  Rivers,  Fawns y  Nymphs y  He- 
roSy  HerolneSy  Shepherdsy  ShepherdejfeSy  the  GraceSy  and 
BleafureSy  with  the  red  of  their  followers.  The  Dan¬ 
cers  place  themfelves  on  every  Stage  in  the  Machine  i 
the  Singers  range  themfelves  about  the  Stage. 

CHORLl  S  of  all. 

Beholdy  oh  mightiefl  of  Godsy  beboldy 
At  thy  command  ive  come  I 
The  Gayy  the  Sady 
The  Grayey  the  Glady 
Tl?e  Touthfuly  and  the  0/J, 

Attmeet  as  at  the  Bay  of  Boom, 

Behold y  oh  mightieft  of ~  Gods y  heholdy 
At  thy  command  we  come  ! 


The 


The  Prophetefs. 

The  Fil'd  Entry  of.  Hero's  on  the  Stage. 

After  the  Entry,  two  Wood-Gods  fing  in  Parts. 

Ah  the  f  veet  Delights  af  LoVe ! 

Who  ivould  liye  and  not  enjoy  'em  : 

Td  refufe  the  Throne  of  Jove, 

Should  Dow'r  or  Hajefty  defray  'enf. 

Give  me  Doubts^  and  give  me  Fears^ 

'  Give  me  Sighs ^  and  give  me  Tears ; 

Dut  let  LoVey  let  LoVe  remove  'em, 

I  approve  'ew, 

’  .  I  approve  'em  ; 

Dut  let  Love y  let  Love  remove  'em. 

Then  one  of  the  Fauns  Sings. 

LEt  Monarchs  fight  for  Dow'r  and-Fimey 
With  Noije  and  Arms  Mankind  alarm  ; 

Let  daily  Fears  their  Q^iet  frighty 
And  Cares  difiurb  their  ^fi  at  Night,.. 

Greatjtejs  fhall  ne'er  my  Soul  inthral; 

Give  me  content y  arid  I  have  all, 

Heary  Mighty  Love !  to  thee  I  call  ;  ■ 

Give  me  AA,xx2Ly  (he's  my  All: 

That  fifty  that  fweety  that  charming  Fairy 
Fate  cannot  hurt  while  1  have  herF  ' 

She's  Wealthy  and  DoiPTy  and  only  Jhcy 
AdraeaV  all  the  World  to  meP 

CHORUS. 


6^ 


Hear,  Mghty,  &c. 
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Th 


70 


The  Prophetefs'. 


The  Second  Entry  on  the  Fiift  Stage  in  the  Madiin, 
by  .two  Men  and  two  women. 


Then  Two  of  Sacchm*s  Followers  Sing, 


MJke  rooni^  make  room, 

For  the  ^reat  God  of  Wine, 

The  Bacchanals  co7?ie 

With  Liquor  Divine, 

Make  room,  dec. 

^  « 


Then  this  is  fung  by  one  of  Cupid's 
Followers. 


STtll  lyn  wijhin^,  Jlill  dejtring ; 
Still  fhe^s  giving,  I  requiring  ; 
Jet  each  Gift  I  think  too  fmalL 
Still  the  more  I  am  prefeyited. 

Still  the  lefs  I  dm  contented, 

57;o’  fhe  Vows  fhe  1?ds  given  me  all. 


Can  Drufilla  give  no  more  ? 

Fid/S  Jhe  lavifFd  all  her  Store  ^ 
mujl  my  Hopes  to  nothing  fall  I 

Ah !  yow  know  not  half  your  Treafure ; 
Give  me' T^pre,  give  oVer-meafure, 

Ikt  you  can  never  give  me  dl,  a 
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The  Third  Entry  on  the  Second  Stage  in  the  Machin , 

by  Four  Women.  Then,  ' 

I 

After  it  this  Dialogue,  between  a  Shepherd  and  a 

Shepherdefs. 

Shepherd. 

s 

Teh  me  why  (my  Charming  F£r) 

Tell  7ne  tphy  you  thus  deny  me  ^ 

Can  Defpa'tr^  - 

Or  thefe  Si^hs  or  Looks  of  Care^ 

Make  Corinna  e'Ver  fly  me  f 
-  Tell  me,  tell  me,  cruel  Fairy 
Tell  me  why  you,  thus  deny  me  } 

Shepherdefs. 

Oh  Mirtillo !  you  re  ahoye  me, 

I  refpeBy  but  dare  not  loye  ye. 

The  Nymph  who  hears y  inclines  to  Sin ; 

Who  TarlieSy  Iklf  gives  up  the  Town ; 

And  rayenous  Love  Joon  enters  My 

When  once  the  Out.worKs  beaten  downy 
TIoen my  Sighs  and  Tears  wont  moye  ye. 

Noy  Mirtillo,  you  re  aboye  me  ; 

I  reJpeBy  but  dare-  not  loye  ye. 


Shepherd. 
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Shepherd. 

Could  this  lovely  charming  Maid 

Tlnnk  Mirtillo  muld  deceive  her  ? 

Could  Copnna  he  afraid  .  '  f 

She  by  him  fhould .  be  betray  d 

No^  too  ivelly  too  well  1  love  her^ 

Tdyerefore  camot  be  above  her, 

Tl:>en  let  Love  with  Love  he  paid, 

Jh  !  my  Lifcy  my  All  I  give  her^ 

Let  7fie  noWj  ol?  now  receive  her, 

•  . »  • 

Shepherdefs. 

Ah  !  how  gladly  iPe  believe y 

Wl^en  the  Heart  is  too  too  willinj^ : 
Can  that-Look,  \that  Face  deceiVf 
Can  he  take  delight  in  killing  ? 

Ah !  I  dky.  if  you  deceive  me ! 

Jet  1  tpilly  I  wdl  believe  ye. 


C  H  O  R  U  S  in  Two  Parts. 

Ah  how  gladly y '^c,  ./  ,  r  .  ' 

The  Fourth  Entry  on  the  Thirdv  Stage,'  by  two  Youths. 

'  v.c'  . ■  ■  r<  '■  •  ■  i  Vv". 

Then  this  Song  by  one  of  the  Plcafures. 


LL  our , Days  and  our^JSiights 
—  be^  f pent  in 'Delight'S'j 

"Tis  a  Tribute  that's  due  to  the  Joung : 
Let  the  Ugly  and  Oldy 
The  Sickly  and  Coldy 

Think  the  Fleajures  of  LoVe  lajl  too  long. 


.\ 
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$e  gone y  he  gone  tm fortunate  ^afoHy 

Wijdom^  and  Conned  is  nbw  out  of  Seafon* 

•  ^ 

Im  us  Dance y  let  us  Singy 
While  our  Life  s  in  its  Springy 
And  give  all  to  the  Great  God  of  LoVe. 

Let  us  ^yely  and  ¥layy 
And  rejoycey  while  m  mayy 
Since  Old  Time  thefe  Delights  will  remove, 
De  gone y  be  gone  importumte  ^afoUy 
Wijdomy  and  Conned  is  now  out  of  Seafon, 

CHORUS. 

De  gonCy  he  gonCy  dec. 
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The  Sixth  Entry  on  the  far  theft  Stage  by  Two  Children. 

Then  this  CHORUS  of  all. 

Triumphy  Triumph  viEioHous  LoVCy 
Triumph  ore  the  Hniyerfe  l 
\  Tl^e  greatejl  Hero’s  bow  to  thee ;  - 
All  Nature  owns  thy  Deity  ^ 
i  Thou  haft  tam’d  the  7nighty  Jove,  ^  j 
Tlyen  all  relmtrfey 

In  Noble  Verfcy  "  '  i 

'  The  Glory  of  all-mighty  LoVe, 

From  Dole  to  Dole  his  Fame  refoundy  ) 

Sing  it  the  Univerfe  around ! 

Triumphy  Triumph  viBorious  LoVe^ 

I  Triumph  ore  the  Univeife, 

^  L  T?ofe 


TI)ofe  who  are  on  the  Sta^e,  and  thefe  who  are  in  the  feyerd 
diyiftcns  of  the  Machine,  dance  a  Grand  Dance  to  the 
time  of  the  Chorus.  A  the  end  of  it.  Drums  are  heard 

at  Cl  dijlance,  ' 

Dio.  What  Drums  are  thofe?.,  ^  ^ 

De/.  They  are  your  Friends,  my  Son. 

Qharintff-i  with  the  old  the  honeft  Soldiers^ 

They  heard  (Sir,)  of  your  Danger,  and  they_  come  ■ 

To  refcue  you  ^  but  all  is  well.  Go  welcome  em  > 

This  Night  two  Emperors  you  mufl:  entertain. 

Dio.  Oh  Mother  !  .  . 

1  have  the  will,  but  not  the  powT  to  do  it. 

Del.  Leave  that  to  me.  Sound  ah  your  Inftruments  5. 
With  harmlefs  Sports,  and  innocent  Direrfions 

We’ll  meet  ’em  on  their  March,  and  treat  ’em  Nobly. 

Dio.  And  let  ’em  know  5  .  c  •  ' 

Quiet,  Content,  and  true  Love,  breeds  more  Stories.  ^ 

More  pefedt  Joys,  than  Kings,  and  all  their  Glories... 


The  Curtain  falls.. 
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YOU  fee  what  Charge  we  re  at^  Wf7at  ha:^rds  run^ 
Wl?at  7mghty  pains ^we  take  tt  be  undone^ 

In  not  enough^  you  Jludy  our  undoings 
!But  we  mujl  he  contriving  our  ow)(t  rum  s. 

To  ft  op  the  breaches,  tt-  ’^hellion  made^ 

We  wifely  fent  for  Irifli  to ^  our  aid  s 

Wl?0j  would  not  fwear  we  have  tJye  fame  pretence 

To  fetch  good  ^reedhigy  Wit^  and  Learning  thence ^ 

Js  hope  our  Stage all  other's  Jhould  exceed^ 

Aid  mingling  wit  Jr  us^  mend  our  Englilh  breed 
WJyen  tins  is  brought  to  pafs^  I  am  afraid 
T^at  in  a  I^lay-l?oufe  Ifhall  dye  a  Maid ; 

T?at  Miracles  don  t  ceafe^  and  1  jhall  fee 
Some  ^layers  Martyrs  for  tl^eir  Monejiy, 

H.  — -  the  greatefl  dBlgot  of  thefiatmiy 
Aid  fee  him  burn  for  Tranfuhjlantiation. 

Or  l?ope  to  feCj  from  fuch  a  Mongrel  breedy 
Wits  tldat  tl?e  Godlike  Shakefpear  fhall  exceed: . 

Or  what  l:as  dropt  from  "Elctchcr  s  fluent  Ten^ 

Our  t]?is  days  Author ^  or  the  Learned  Bea.. 


How  all  our  Writers ^  alltl^eir.  gifts  in^Oit-. 
In  fpight  of  Hature  j  and  in  Jconi  of  Art, 

TSlo  wonder  Irifh  Fogs^  objcure  our  LigJotj 
When  fuch  as  fcarce  can  ready  prefume  to  write.' 


Oh  poor  Pcrnaffus,  thou  art  eaten  larty 
For  eyery  ^imer  has  a  Common  there  ; 

Tlje  Mufes  jiow  are  errant  Strumpets  grown, 
Hachnyd  hy  eyery  Scribler  in  the  Town. 

Well  Sirs,  [met  others  Faults  I  haye  made  known 
Let  me  propofe  a  ^rojeSi  of  my  own, 

Depofe  our  Men,  our  Male  Jdminijlrators, 

And  once  try  us,  us  Female  ^gulators ; 

I  II  he  content  to  liye  and  dye  a  TSlun, 

If  ere  we  manage  worje  than  they  haye  done : 
Liay  more ;  I  will  be  bound  to  make  it  good^ 
And  that  is  yery  hard  to  Flejh  and ’Blood, 

If  you  our  total  mine  would  preyent, 

Make  ours,  I  fay,  a  Female  Goyemmefit. 
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